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Love Has To 


Be Achieved 


Let Children 
BE Children 


Saint Philomena 
Wonder—Working 
Saint 

Locking Only One Door 


If We Don’t Ask— 
We Won’t Get 


Lost: The American 
Family 


Interesting Facts 
About THE EARTH 


The Christian Family 
Movement And 
The Liturgy 


See Page 9 — 


Celestial 
Family Reunion 


Cover photo of painting by 
Girolama Da Carpi (1501- 
1556). The original canvas 
hangs in the National Gal- 
lery of Art in Washington. 
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Laugh to your heart’s content 
at the comical antics of 


this mischievous individual . . . 


= A Book of Cartoons 


AN ALTAR BOY NAMED 


by Tut LeBlanc 


This newly published, digest-size 
cartoon book has 66 pages of hilar- 
arious situations about the amusing, 
heart warming story of an altar boy 
Speck. He'll capture your heart from 
the very first page! 


Speck won the hearts of thousands 
in his newspaper cartoons. Now he 
belongs to everyone, in this highly 
entertaining collection of the famous 
cartoonist, Tut LeBlanc. 


AT HOME Speck will endear himself to every member of 
the family. This book will be referred to often when 
a humorous ‘lift’ is needed. And with groups, bring out 
Speck and many of your entertaining problems are over. 
Speck is a good mixer in any gathering. 


FOR SHUT-INS Speck will prove to be the best tonic 


for any convalescent. You needn’t send Speck’s news- 
paper clippings to invalids anymore . . . just send the 
entire book! Wonderful morale builder, relaxer — a 
humorous shot-in-the-arm when it’s most needed. 


FOR GIFTS What could be more appropriate for the 
altar boy in your home; for all the servers in your parish? 
The perfect gift for any relative or friend in Service, 
in College or Seminary ... anyone away from home. 
And a most welcome and appreciated birthday gift, too! 


One dollar per copy 
Five for $4.30 postpaid 25 or more, 80c each, plus postage 


Fcr hearty laughs and enjoyment when ycu want them, order 
your copy of Speck today. Share your enjoyment by ordering 
extra copies as gifts for many happy occasions. 


Order from the Book Department 


Our Sunday Visitor Huntington, Indiana 
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They Face Facts 


The Christian Family Movement 
And The Liturgy 


Dennis J. Geaney 


Reprinted from Amen* 


HILDERLY is a_ pleasantly 
sounding word. It is also a 
place of pleasant and holy sur- 
roundings. To thousands of Cath- 
olics of every color and description 
it is an oasis filled with spiritual 
lore on the way to heaven. It is an 
austere, homey unconventional re- 
treat house outside the town of 
Wheeling, Illinois. It has been my 
privilege to be there many times 
with different groups. Although 
many diverse groups use its facili- 
ties, yet its traditions are so deep- 
ly steeped in the liturgy of the 
Church that newcomers find it not 
too difficult to assimilate its litur- 
gical life. 
Leaders in the Lay Apostolate 


A few years ago I was called on 
to give a retreat to a Christian 
Family Movement (CFM) group of 
about fifteen couples from Fond 
du Lac, Wisconsin. The Christian 


*Official publication of The Vernacular Society, 1590 Green Bay Road, Highland Park, Ill. 
Copyright, Our Sunday Visitor, Inc., Huntington, Indiana, 1953 


Family Movement is distinctly of 
American origin. It was the result 
of a few married people in the 
Chicago area wanting to find 
answers to the problems of raising 
a Catholic family in a secular so- 
ciety. After a dozen years they 
have come up with an organization 
and a technique that is catching 
fire across the land. 


With this capsule form explana- 
tion of CFM, let me get back to 
the retreat. It was the first CFM 
retreat for all of us. The retreat 
talks were to be centered around 
the doctrines of the Mystical Body 
and the liturgy. The couples them- 
selves in their bi-weekly meetings 
can solve their own concrete prob- 
lems with supernatural motivation. 
Thus the retreat master must put 
forth the doctrines best calculated 
to give spirit and life to the lay 
apostle. 

On leaving for the retreat I had 


4 
| 
i a 


2 THE FAMILY DIGEST 


my’ misgivings. Every other time 
I stayed at Childerly there was at 
least one other priest who could 
help prepare the group to sing 
Sunday Mass. In this department 
‘ could be of no service whatever. 
The traditions of Childerly, the 
fullness of the retreat, was at stake. 


Community Activity in Christ 


I was put at ease on meeting 
with the retreat chieftains. They 
were loaded with talent. They had 
a choir director in the group. One 
couple-even brought Prime book- 
lets in case they would be needed. 
That evening in Childerly fashion 
we recited Complin in English. 
Childerly traditions call for a 
dialog Mass on Saturday and a 
community sung Mass on Sunday. 
Usually the retreat Masses are 
complete with talks, or homilies, on 
the liturgy of the day. 

The evening before, the priest 
has an opportunity to explain the 
social nature of our worship and 
so forth. The tiny, red brick chapel 


of St. Francis, set off some distance 
from the other buildings, is the 
power house of Childerly. The 
people are physically close to the 
altar. They can even hear the 
priest whisper, for the first time 
perhaps in their lives, the words of 
consecration. With all the talks of 
consecration, the Mystical Body, 
the preparation for Mass, the choir 
practices, the Sunday Mass be- 
comes the focal point of the whole 
retreat, 


Crisis and Practical Solution 


The talks of the retreat mas- 
ter fade into insignificance before 
the unfolding of the Sacred Mys- 
teries. It is a humbling experience 
for the retreat master, an ennob- 
ling one for CFM, when the peo- 
ple leave thinking and talking of 
the Mass rather than anything that 
was said. It is a further humbling 
experience when the retreat mast- 
er was as usual off key besides 
having a sore throat! 

Another example of how much 
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the Christian Family Movement 
is at home with the liturgy can be 
taken from the CFM Convention 
at Notre Dame University last 
year. One hundred and _ twenty 
couples gathered there from eighty 
cities from coast to coast. Obvious- 
ly most people were strangers 
when they met for the first eve- 
ning get-acquainted session. After 
an impromptu community singing 
fest it was announced that Comp- 
lin would be sung in English. One 
wondered how this could possibly 
be accomplished in this vast hall 
with people hardly warmed up to 
the business of the convention. 


When the renowned liturgist 
and scholar, Fr. H. A. Reinhold, 
stepped to the rostrum and ex- 
plained the beauty of the Church’s 
night prayer, how .it brought us 
through the purgative way with 
the confession of faults to the 
unitive way with the responses, 
“Into thy hands . . .”, confidence 
was restored. 

Bishop Waters took a_ special 
part, the final blessing. After it was 
over a priest remarked to me how 
prayerful and meaningful this sing- 
ing of Complin was compared with 
his daily, routine Latin recitation. 
I am sure that, after this soul- 
filling praying the liturgy in Eng- 
lish, there were many converts to 
the movement to have some ver- 
nacular in the liturgy. That is, if 
there were a few previously uncon- 
vinced 


I was asked to lead the dialog 


Mass the next morning and read 
the epistle and gospel in English 
as the celebrant read it in Latin. 
This posed no problem to a group 
that could sing Complin without a 
rehearsal. In facing the congrega- 
tion to my wonderment and de- 
light I spotted the choir director 
from Fond du Lac who helped 
make the retreat a success. 


The schedule called for a dia- 
log Mass the following day which 
was Sunday. Why not follow the 
Childerly pattern and have a com- 
munity-sung Mass? Whispering a 
few words to a few people, the 
change was made. Mass _ books 
were procured somewhere. I had 
to leave Notre Dame then, but I 
know the Mass was sung. 


What Makes the CFM Tick? 


Why are CFM couples so much 
at home with the liturgy? Simply 
because the liturgy is warp and 
woof of the movement. However, 
it must be insisted that CFM is 
not a liturgical movement in the 


sense that restoration of full par- 


ticipation in the liturgy is its. sole 
objective. The aim of CFM is to 
restore Christian family living in 
its entirety. 

Sitting in at a regular meeting 
of CFM would give you an insight 
into their completely integrated 
Christian thinking and their me- 
thodical and thorough-going action 
geared to the restoration of the 
family and the entire fabric “ the 
social order. 
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You would find a half-dozen 
couples sitting in the parlor of a 
hest-couple with one of the parish 
priests sitting quietly in the corner. 
You might find a banker and a 
policeman, couples newly-wedded 
and couples wedded long enough 
to have ten children. Impressive is 
the new unity the CFM gives to 
each couple by the circumstance 
that both sit together and read 
from the same book and each, in 


speaking, speaks for both. 
The Liturgy Has Its Place 


After the opening prayer and 
a discussion of a reading from the 
New Testament, the next part is 
called “liturgy.” At each of the first 
twelve meetings of a new CFM 
group rather lengthy passages from 
the encyclical Mystici Corporis are 
read and discussed. 


Somehow these very ordinary 
people can digest more than we 
think because the encyclical quo- 
tations appear again in the third 
revised edition of “For- Happier 
Families,” the CFM manual. If you 
know the top CFM people, you 
know them as hard-bitten realists. 
The tremendously rapid growth of 
the movement further proves their 
wisdom. 


After the first six months on the 
Mystical Body, the liturgy-part of 
the meeting is devoted to a discus- 
sion of the Mass, using Mediator 
Dei as a text. 


The liturgy section of the CFM 


might be considered sufficient jus- 
tification for CFM. However, this 
kind of thinking is furthest from 
the minds of CFM couples. The 
liturgy part of the meeting con- 
trasted with the social inquiry is a 
minor part. The inquiry is the sys- 
tematic study of the problem, find- 
ing the mind of Christ, and com- 
ing up with a concrete judgment 
and consequent action that can 
and must be done before the next 
meeting. Everyone is coming to 
grips with a common family prob- 
lem. 


The inquiry is the heart of the 
meeting and the matrix of the 
movement. The current inquiry 
booklet covers civic responsibility, 
work, and recreation. These three 
problems are broken down to 
twenty-five topics for individual 
meetings. Among these twenty-five 
are Advent, Christmas Season, 
Work on Sundays, and Lent. 


Practical Liturgy 


Since the liturgy must be a part 
of family life, CFM groups have 
undertaken projects directly con- 
nected with the liturgy. For ex- 
ample the Advent wreath has been 
promoted in the Chicago area for 
six years. 

Some couples have started the 
practice of having “house bless- 
ings” instead of “house warmings.” 
They have the same fun and mer- 
riment with the addition of the 
priest blessing the house. In some 
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parishes sung Masses and dialog 
Masses are realities because CFM 
couples have pitched in and 
helped their pastors inaugurate 
them. 

It is the abiding conviction of 
this writer that the liturgical move- 


ment in this country will leave the 
discussion and study stages and 
become part and parcel of the par- 
ish church in proportion to the 
growth of the Christian Family 
Movement. May the good Lord 
hasten the day. 


Let’s Do Something Positive 


There’s a sales boom in pocket-size books m the nation’s 
capital. But this time it’s the right kind of books. 

For the past three months, Catholic titles of paper reprints 
have been sold outside various Washington churches following 
Sunday Mass. The committee handling the project is offering a 
positive answer to the problem of paper-covered reprints, now 
under fire throughout the country. 


“We want to persuade pocket-size book publishers that there 
is a considerable untapped Catholic market for reprints,” Eugene 
P. Willging, Catholic University library director, told the Cath- 
olie Standard, of the Archdiocese of Washington. 

In sales tests held at six churches so far, almost 1,200 books 
have been sold. Among the popular titles: “The Song of Berna- 
dette,” “The Greatest Story Ever Told,” “The Seven Storey 
Mountain” and “The Foundling.” 


“Up to now,” Mr. Willging explained, “chiefly the wrong 
books have been accessible to readers. We're trying to make the 
right ones accessible.” 


Members of the committee who hope that the move will 
spread to parishes throughout the country, have prepared a man- 
ual explaining just how it’s done. It is available from Mr. Will- 
ging at the Catholic University of America Library, Washington 
17, D. C. 


Fairy Tale Influence 


A four-year-old was taken across country to visit her 
grandmother for the first time. At their meeting, the child 
evineed little interest in her grandmother. 
wolf?” she demanded.—T. J. M. 


“Where’s your 
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In Stage or Real Life 


Let Children Be Children 


Daniel A. Lord, S.J. 


NE of the really revolting 
memories of my life (to start 
this sentence in the strict negative) 
goes back a long way. I was a 
very new priest in Omaha, and 
slipped over to the parish hall to 
see a parish entertainment. Most 
of it was good, simple, primitive, 
unaffected. But suddenly a proud 
father walked out onto the stage 
to announce that his little girl 
would perform. “Remember, ladies 
and gents,” he said, (and anyone 
that called us gents should have 
been suspect) “that this little girl 
of mine is not quite six.” 

She came out, all spangles and 
sequins. The dress might nicely 
have been worn by a night club 
hostess of the period, a reduced 
pattern of an obnoxious ‘(though 
not immodest) style. Then she 
started to sing. Her voice was 
young but forced into an unnatural 
pitch, full octave below normal. 
And the song she sang was what 
was then called a torch song. The 
wail told of a lost love and a 
broken heart and how a man had 
done her wrong. When the song 
was over, she broke into a Charle- 
ston that sent the dress flying; and 
her little skinny legs moved so 


fast that they created the illusion 
of a spider in action. It was sad, 
but the audience raised the roof 
with their applause. 


They were not, I’m sure, indi- 
cating that she had done well, but 
like the famous talking mule, that 
she had done that sort of thing 
at all. 


As I stepped out into the alley 
shortcut for the rectory, I ran into 
the reunited father and_ child. 
“You were terrific, kid,” he was 
telling her. And she, with no signs 
of false modesty, “I'll say, I wowed 
"em, daddy; I knocked ’em dead.” 


And Now TV 


The other night on TV, one of 
the amateur hours presented a 
four year old boy. He appeared 
like a midget, dressed in a min- 
iature suit of formal black, silk hat 
and all. (For obvious reasons, when 
I see a small boy dressed in man’s 
full evening dress, I get a little 
sick at my stomach.) He was lifted 
on a table, and then, in a pathetic 
imitation of Johnny Ray, he sang, 
“Cry.” The combination of this in- 
fant pretending to be the Prince 
of Wails, the tear-sodden Ray; that 
particular song of futility and 
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despair; and an audience delight- 
ed to watch a small boy pretend- 
ing to bea _ disappointed-in-love 
adult made me think of pagan 
days when children were sacrificed 
to the false gods. 

This little brat was _ being 
slaughtered for the entertainment 
of a wideflung audience. At a time 
when he should be learning pray- 
ers and his nursery rhymes, he was 
learning a stupid piece of semi- 
adult junk. I call that song, “Cry,” 
semi-adult, for though its thought 
content is about the level of a 
submoron, it certainly never was 
intended to be sung by a child. 
It’s unfit for children; it’s unworthy 
of adults. 

But the kid blatted it out, and 
the master-of-ceremonies, usually 
a rather nice chap, told the audi- 
ence how marvellous this four 
year old was, and the TV studio 
audience obediently responded 
with wild applause. 


Be Your Age 


One of the nicest little pieces 
of advice that should be given by 
parents to their children is, “Be 
your age!” Children are sweet and 
fresh and attractive — as children. 
Children dressed like adults and 
taught to copy the less attractive 
features of adults are midgets 
without the unusual physical and 
mental characteristics of a quite 
interesting race of adults. 

Some time back, it suddenly 
became the fashion to dress little 
boys in the long pants and adult 
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fashions of a grown male. At first 
glance, they looked “cute.” They 
were like any babies who get 
themselves decked out in grown- 
up clothes. They inspired a quick 
laugh, and then a feeling that this 
was part of the game we all once 
played: “Let’s put on Daddy’s 
things. . . Let’s dress up like 
Mommy. . . Let’s pretend we're 
grown up.” But.on second thought, 
this was not the children’s idea. 
They weren't playing a game; they 
were the victims of parents who 
were the victims of the clothing 
industry, who took away from 
childhood its fresh and sweet ju- 
venile styles and dressed it in the 
often ugly garments of the male 
adult. I never even liked little 
girls who wore replicas of grown 
women’s dresses. They looked to 
me like figurines that were some- 
times amusing, always totally un- 
natural. 
Take The Best 

This is, however, entirely a mat- 
ter of taste. What I object to is 
letting children get before an audi- 
ence — large or small, on the stage 
or in the living room — and sing- 
ing the sort of song that is ques- 
tionable taste even in a grown up. 
Thank heaven, the world is full 
of good music. Thank the com- 
posers, there are libraries of good 
songs. Thanks be, there is music 
that belongs to no particular age 
level as it passes beyond all na- 
tional boundries. 

But to hear a childish, innocent 
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voice bleat out the maudlin love 
sentiments of some torch singer, 
the insincere, fake, and often sug- 
gestive lyrics of Tin Pan Alley at 
its worse, seems to me a simple 
perversion. 

Children singing and acting like 
children and dancing like children 
are charming. 

Children trained to simulate 
adults are ridiculous and grotes- 

ue. 
Children taught the songs that 
are bad taste even in the mouths 
of the illiterates who popularize 
them are sad little victims of their 
parents’ stupid ambitions. 

The professional theater man- 
agers will run a mile from a child 
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wonder. Yet every year thousands 
of children and _ their slightly 
touched parents beseige Holly- 
wood and Broadway with brats 
trained to imitate their elders. 
They sing poor songs, bad songs, 
sentimental songs and dances cop- 
ied from the current hoofers, and 
the entertainment world slams 
doors all day long in their faces. 
But somehow they keep coming. 
Sometimes they break through. 
Always they are sad and much to 
be pitied. 

Childhood is too precious and 
brief a period to be cut by a pre- 
mature adulthood. Children as 
children are dear; children as ad- 
ults are monstrosities. 


Row Your Own Boat 


In the present-day era, when much of the “thinking” is done 


by leaders and intriguers, the old story of the Indian who was 
building a boat may be helpful. 

The Indian was carving his canoe out of a huge log. A man 
eame along and said, “Chief, I think she’s too wide for her 
length.” So the Indian narrowed her down. 


A little later, another man came along, who said, “Chief, it 
looks to me that the stern’s too full.” So he cut down the stern. 

A third man came, watched the Indian chisel awhile, and, 
giving the canoe a close look, said, “The bow’s too sheer, Chief.” 
So the Indian changed the bow. 


When the canoe was finally finished, the Indian launched 
it in the near-by river, but it capsized. He hauled it back on 
the beach, found another log and began again. Once more a 
man came along and offered advice, but this time the Indian 
answered, “That boat over there—that’s everybody’s boat,” point- 
ing to the monstrosity on the bank. “This one Indian’s boat!” 
—Friendly Chat. 


Mary’s Assumption Recalls 


Celestial Family Reunions 


M. D. Amator 


“|. . that through the merits and intercession of that 
Blessed Virgin Mary whom Thou hast assumed into 
heaven, we may be brought to a glorious resurrec- 
tion.”—(From the Postcommunion prayer of the new 


Mass of the Assumption) 


BELLS from Rome’s more than 

four-hundred churches seemed 
to be shattering space and enter- 
ing the very courts of heaven when 
Our Holy Father proclaimed the 
dogma of the Assumption of Our 
Lady in November of 1950. Nature 
concurred in this tribute to Mary, 
for not a cloud was in the sky and 
the sun’s brilliance penetrated the 
windows of St. Peter’s, outlining in 
a wide ray of light the venerable 
figure of the Sovereign Pontiff as 
he stood at the altar offering the 
Holy Sacrifice. 


Besides the 80,000 jammed and 


packed within the basilica, the 
voices of more than 700,000 in 
and about the piazza and sur- 


rounding areas paid tribute to the 
Mother of God in an ever-ascend- 
ing crescendo of jubilation. This 
vast throng represented all classes 
from virtually all countries on the 
globe. 


More than thirty Cardinals, over 


six hundred Archbishops and 
Bishops, hundreds of noblemen, 
knights and statesmen, thousands 
of priests and sisters from all re- 
ligious communities, and hundreds 
of thousands of the laity from all 
over the world gathered in the 
eternal Rome to pay homage to 
the Mother of God as_ the Im- 
maculate Virgin, assumed into 
heaven. Never before was there a 
pageant in the world that could 
compare with this _ occasion 
whereon Mary was “called bless- 
ed” by our generation. 


The feast of the Assumption of 
the Blessed Virgin — August 15 — 
serves as an apt reminder to all 
her children, — a reminder of the 
love and devotion they owe to 
her; — a reminder of all she has 
done and continues to do for them. 


At the time of the proclama- 
tion of the dogma of the Assump- 
tion, a small Belgian magazine for 
priests, called Inter Nos, carried 
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an account of a striking prediction 
made in 190] by Bartolo Longo, 
an Italian apestle who died a 
saintly death. It related how, fifty 
years ago, this man foretold the 
“two World wars, which were to 
be followed by a great event: uni- 
versal peace.” 


The prediction stated that the 
latter was “to come upon the 
world not by a new bloody war 
but as a sign of Christ’s pleasure 
at the honor bestowed on His 
mother by the proclamation of the 
degma of her Assumption.” 

Of course, no one is bound to 
believe such private predictions. 
Yet, may it not be the reason that 
the prayers of millions of Mary’s 
children for peace are being 
heard? While there is not peace in 
the fullest sense of the word, yet 
the much-predicted and much- 
feared, all-out third World war is 
certainly being held in abeyance. 


Force For Better Living 


The reasons given by St. 
Thomas Aquinas for Christ’s Re- 
surrection may be well applied to 
Mary’s Assumption: God exalts 
the humble. Mary’s earthly life 
was surpassed in humiliation by 
none save Christ, her Son. If the 
Resurrection of Christ strengthens 
our faith, it is also confirmed by 
the Assumption of Mary, the 
greatest person God has created. 

Mary’s glorious Assumption into 
heaven is a strong force to impel 
one to better living. Of the risen 


will 


Christ, the Bible says, “. . .so that 
we also may walk in the newness 
of life.” 


Christ’s Resurrection completed 
His work of justification: “He rose 
again for our justification.” Like- 
wise was Mary’s Assumption in 
order, as she was Co-Redemptrix. 
Even the earliest Christian liter- 
ature considered Mary as a symbol 
of the Church and as the common 
mother of the entire Mystical Body 
of Christ. As such, her assumption 
from the tomb before the time 
was most fitting. Just as the 
Church cannot be conquered by 
death, neither could she _ be. 
Utterly without sin, Mary was not 
subject to death, but suffered it 
to conform to her Son, Christ. 


Above all, Mary’s Assumption 
raises the hopes of all her child- 
ren to their own glorious reign in 
heaven with her for all eternity. 
As they see Mary rise from her 
tomb, so also they ponder their 
own future resurrection from the 
dead, when body and soul they 
eventually enjoy complete 
happiness in the celestial family of 
heaven. 


This thought made the saints 
look upon all troubles and hard- 
ships on earth as little compared 
to the tremendous joys of these 
celestial family reunions. True, 
every family that strives to serve 
God and honor His Mother does 
have to endure the “time of tempt- 
ation”; for it has been said, “Be- 
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cause thou wert pleasing to God, 
it was necessary that temptation 
should ' try thee.” 

But that heavenward glance, 
that glimpse of one’s earthly fam- 
ily united in perfect happiness in 
the celestial family reunion to 
come, does help to lighten the 
burden that all must bear while 


There is time enough for everything in the course of the day 
if you do one thing at once; but there is not time enough in a 
year if you do two things at a time.—Chesterfield. 


Premium pay will seldom do anything for the man who 
always is knocking.—O. A. Battista. 


“Not only is Myron choosing the 
re for his den, | even brought home 
this sample for him to choose from” 
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living here below, on “the prov- 
ing ground” 
May the yearly recurrence of 
the Church’s liturgical solemnities 
honoring Mary’s Assumption into 
heaven, as Queen of Angels and 
Saints, spur on the entire family 
to live each day as a preparation 
for her celestial family reunion. 
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Bridal Music 


3 A Short Story 


E. Vivian Rivers 


a beautiful ring, Cassie— 
I hope you will both be very 
happy. John is a nice boy, and 
good.” 
“Oh yes, he is Grandma.” Cas- 
sie’s face pink, her eyes 
bright. “Of course we aren’t going 
to be married for a while — a year 
perhaps, but — but I think about 
marriage — and I do want to mak 
him happy.” 

“That's the way it should be 
Dear, giving thought to something 
that concerns your whole life.” 

“Your whole life! That’s what I 
mean—but Granny,” Cassie’s blue 
eyes were earnest, “people don’t 
seem to look at it that way now— 
they—” 

“You mean some don’t regard 
marriage as a permanent state— 
they just rush into it and don’t 
worry whether it will work out or 
not?” 

“Uh huh. Some of the girls say 
it doesn’t matter — you — you can 
get out of it if — if you don’t go 
on loving each other.” 

Grandma was silent an instant, 
then she said quietly. 


“You love John? And he loves 
you?” 


“Oh yes — we do love each oth- 
er. He’s so — I'd do anything for 
him. But how do we know that 
it will last like thatP So many 
marriages break up. What hap- 
pens to them — to their love?” 


“Happens? Nothing ever just 
happens.” Grandma put down her 
knitting and looked at Cassie. 
“You are pretty good at steno- 
graphy now aren't you? You feel 
secure about it?” 

“Why yes. But — but I don’t 
see—” Cassie spoke slowly in a 
puzzled tone. “What has steno- 
graphy to do with love — and 
marriage?” 

“Think back my dear. You had 
to learn it — those little pothooks 
bewildered you at first — didn’t 
make much sense? But you kept 
on doing them and _ practicing, 
didn’t you?” . 

“Of course. But that’s a career. 
You have to work at it to get a 
job — and keep it.” 

“Exactly.” 
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“But marriage isn’t a career, It's 
just—” 

“Isn’t it,” Grandma smiled, “not 


important enough eh?” 

“Well — its more important 
really,” answered Cassie, “but I 
still don’t see the connection.” 


“It was the little things you had 
to think about and master, wasn’t 
it, in your business career?” Grand- 
ma paused — her eyes far away. 
“It isn’t an easy, unthinking thing, 
to live closely, day after day, with 
another individual. And,” she con- 
tinued softly, “it isn’t easy for the 
young to Jearn from the words of 
the old. Would you like to hear a 
story about some young people — 
a very beautiful true story of their 
marriage?” 

“Oh,” breathed Cassie, tell me. 
Are you comfy Grandma? Put 
your feet on this hassock — there.” 

Grandma smiled again. “That’s 
one kind of ‘little things.’ It’s 
really all the different kinds of 
little things that count — in mar- 
riage. The big things will adjust 
themselves then.” 

“Was it a long time ago Grand- 
ma?” 

“It was — soon after your grand- 
father died. When you were a 
very small girl.” 

“And is it — the marriage — still 
good? Do you ever see them now?” 

“It is still good. And yes, I have 
seen them from time to time. . . 
When I was — left, there wasn’t 
a great deal of money — but 
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enough 9 take care of me later. 
Then .. .'I was young enough to 
work and I didn’t want to be sim- 
ply a,cog in my children’s lives, 
perhaps become a burden to them. 
So I answered an advertisement. I 
went to California.” 


“You worked there?” 


“Yes, as housekeeper in a very 
nice family. They wanted someone 
to take charge when they enter- 
tained, went on trips. They pro- 
vided help and I had my own 
comfortable quarters. I could 
save.” 


“You just tell it as a story — I 
won't interrupt.” Cassie said. 


“There were two daughters, 
Helen, the elder, married a noted 
lawyer and everything was in the 


‘conventional pattern that satisfied 


her parents. But Felicity — she 
was one of the loveliest girls I ever 
knew — in looks and ways, fell in 
love with a musician. And he was 
blind.” 


“Blind? All his life?” asked Cas- 


sie in an awed voice, forgetting 


she was not to interrupt. 


“No, and in a way that made it 
harder. He remembered beauty. 
Alan was a wonderful violinist. He 
had radio and other engagements— 
he could provide for a wife. He 
loved Felicity — you could See it 
in his face, hear it in his voice. 
And she loved him, deeply,’ pas- 
sionately. They wanted to be mar- 
ried.” 
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“Of course,” put in Cassie 
warmly. “Oh, I'm sorry! Go on.” 

But it wasn’t ‘of course’ with 
her family. They were all against 
it. Felicity was very popular with 
a young crowd, among them sev- 
eral men of whom her parents ap- 
proved. Although the Lanes had 
given her all the good things of 
life, as they knew them, Felicity 
wasn’t spoiled. She was always 
ready to fall in with plans they 
made for her. They refused to 
consider Alan, and they expected 
her to follow their advice. They 
were bewildered and hurt when 
the girl opposed their wishes. 

Her sister told her how foolish 
she was to pass up the brilliant 
chances she had. Felicity listened 
and then answered calmly: 

“It’s my life, Helen. I'm nearly 
28, and I know what I'm doing.” 

With her father it was differ- 
ent, harder. He blustered and 
stormed. He was a successful busi- 
ness man who couldn’t understand 
the arts as a way of making a 
living. He wasn’t musical or radio- 
minded. 

-“You’re not serious about, marry- 
ing this — this fiddler, Felicity, 
you couldn’t be!” 

“But I am Dad. I love him.” 
“Love! You're just romantic. You 
don’t realize what such a life will 
mean, He may appeal to the pub- 
lic now, but how long will it 
last?” 
“He has a real gift, Dad. And 
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anyway, we'll share whatever 
comes, good or bad — together.” 

“Well, don’t say you weren't: 
warned.’ You just don’t: realize,” 
he repeated. “You’ve always had 
things soft.” 

Dealing with her mother was 
hardest of all. They had always 
been close and Felicity hated to. 
hurt her. She was upset at sight 
of her tears. 

“Mother darling,” she whisper- 
ed, her own dark lashes spilling 
tears, “don’t you want me to be 
happy?” 

“You know I do, child. But I 
want you to be the way you've al- 
ways been, secure and carefree. 
You don’t know what life can do!” 

“Then I’ve got to learn, Moth- 
er,” she replied. “Alan and I need 
each other. You like Alan don’t 
you?” 

Her mother nodded and Felicity 
continued: 

“Well, even he, loving me so, 
tried to explain about the differ- 
ent life, with him. But there is 
our love — our marriage will be 
right,” she finished firmly. 

Nothing could daunt her, 
spite of her gentleness, and wed- 
ding plans were started. Mrs. Lane 
showed me the heirloom white 
lace dress she wanted Felicity to 
wear. It fitted her slimness per- 
fectly, but gravely she put it from 
her and shook her head. 

“But why not dear? It’s so lovely 
and it was no good for Helen.” 
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“Td love to please you Mother, 
but,” a faraway, secret look came 
into her eyes, “a marrying gown 
should be a girl’s own choice,” 
she finished softly. 


Alan and Felicity had wanted a 
small wedding, but had given in 
to Mrs. Lane’s plans for a big 
affair. The question of brides- 
maids came up — Felicity didn’t 
want any. Then her mother was 
angry — she wanted a show — so 
she said sharply: 


“I wash my hands of it — you 
go ahead and make all the ar- 
rangements.” 


Felicity’s face shadowed. Then 
she said, “all right Mother — Ill 
see to the ceremony part — you 
do as you please about guests 
and the reception.” So they com- 
promised, 


I went with her to choose ma- 
terial for her dress. She shook her 
head at soft, lustrous satin, silky 
white crepe, cobwebby chiffon. 


Then the clerk unfurled a length. 


of taffeta. I wondered at the 
strange half-listening look on the 
girl’s face as the stiff folds rustied 
along the counter. 


“Tll have that, thank you.” 


The day came. Sitting in the 
church I looked at the throngs of 
fashionable people, at the beauti- 
fully dressed Helen, waiting, at 
the bride’s request, near the chan- 
cel. I looked at Alan, waiting mo- 
tionless under the stained glass 


window. His blue eyes looked nor- 
mal, his face calm — only the ner- 
vously twisting hands betrayed an 
inner tension. My heart twisted — 


‘he could not see her coming, how 


would he know when his bride 
was near! The music meandered 
aimlessly, then suddenly boomed 
into strong, decisive notes. . . 

Felicity was entering the church. 
She smiled at her father and to-— 
gether they moved slowly for- 
ward, the congregation rose. 
Bright head high under the filmy 
white veil, she seemed illumined 
by some living light. The music 
swelled; softened — faded into 
nothingness. Startled heads turn- 
ed. What had happened, she was 
only halfway down the aisle? 
Then in the hushed church my 
ears caught a sound. It was the 
sibilant murmur of a long, full- 
skirted dress. As full realization 
rushed over me, I heard a deep, 
smothered sob from a front pew, 
and I knew understanding had at 
last come to the bride’s mother. 

With exquisite grace, as though 
in time to an unheard orchestra, 
Felicity moved serenely on, and 
the only sound that broke the sil- 
ence was the swishing whisper of 
the marriage gown. 

As the sweet song of the taf- 
feta drew nearer, the face of the 
tall bridegroom lifted and glowed 
with sudden radiance. Unhesitat- 
ingly, at the exact moment, he 
moved to stand beside her, and as 
they clasped hands and entered 
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the sanctuary for the nuptial Mass 
the organ burst forth once more 
into a few triumphal chords. 
“Ohhh!” Cassie drew a_ long 
breath as Grandma’s voice stop- 
ped. “She — she thought about his 
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blindness — and — chose a dress 
that he could hear! Oh Grandma!” 

“Yes — so that he should feel 
secure — before all the people. . . 
The first of the little things; my 
child.” 


Pre-School Children Ignorant Of Prayers 


The family is shifting the burden of religious instruction to 
schools. That is the conclusion of a Cincinnati parochial school 
teacher, Sister Ann Raphael Jordan, after a survey of first- 
graders which revealed that only one-third of them were 
familiar with the Our Father. 

The children didn’t have to know the prayer, Sister pointed 
out; they only had to indicate that they had heard of the “Our 
Father” and knew what it was. Other findings from the ques- 
tioning of 614 boys and girls: 

Only two-fifths had any knowledge of grace before meals; 
two-thirds did not associate Christmas with the Nativity; Chil- 
dren of mixed marriages received less pre-school religious in- 
struction than those of Catholic parents. 

Among children of mixed marriages, the child with a 

Catholic mother had better religious training than the one with 
a Catholic father. But the knowledge was still slight. 
For instance: 64 per cent of the children of Catholic 
parents were acquainted with the Sign of the Cross; only nine 
per cent of the children of Catholic mothers knew it; and the 
percentage of children of Catholic fathers familiar with the 
Sign of the Cross was only four per cent. 

Sister’s conclusion: The young mind of the pre-schooler, 
receptive and eager to learn about God, is not getting the 
knowledge it seeks. 


If It Pleases God 


When you feel depressed bear in mind these words of St. 
Francis: “God is mighty enough, should it please His sweet will, 
to drive off the cloud of darkness and extend over us the blessing 
of light.” 


Our Family Tree 


It Has Its Roots In God 


Joseph Breig 


AST MAY I received a letter 
from a grade school boy in 
some western state. The lad did 
not waste words. He went directly 
to his point. His note read about 
as follows: 


“Dear Sir: Our class is collect- 
ing pictures of great Catholic men 
and women. Will you therefore 

send me your photograph?” 


My son, Joe, who also is in 
grade school, is likewise no waster 
of words. But he knows his father 
much better than does the western 
boy. 


“Dad,” he said the other day, 
“I wish we were related to some- 
body famous.” 


He paused reflectively then 
added, “Somebody like George 
Washington.” 

Both my son and the western 
boy are wonderful, and both are 
wrong. The western boy has the 
wrong idea of what makes for a 
great Catholic. He thinks that if 
a Catholic can write, he’s great. 
My son is wrong in imagining that 
we are not related to somebody 
famous. 


I think I can point both these 
young men toward a truer view 
of life by giving an idea of what 
I told my son. 


“You're related to George Wash- 
ington, all right,” I said. “You're 
related to everybody. You and 
George Washington are both child- 
ren of Adam and Eve. So is every- 
body else.” 


“That’s not what I mean,” said 
Joe. 


“I know it’s not what you 
mean,” I replied. “You mean you 
wish you could trace your ancestry 
straight back to somebody like 
George Washington. But don't 
you know that’s got nothing to do 
with you?” 


“How do you figure?” asked 
Joe. 

“It wouldn’t make much differ- 
ence if George Washington were 
your father, or your brother,” I 
told him. “Don’t go through life 
rating -people on their relatives. 
Rate them on themselves. What 
you are depends mainly on what 
you make yourself. I don’t mean 
that others can’t help you. They 


| 
17 

| 


18 


can, and they do. That’s what 
civilization is for — to help you 
make something worthwhile of 
yourself. That’s what the Church 
is for. But they can’t do it for 
you. You’ve got to do it for your- 
self. And you probably won’t do 
it for yourself if you go around 
thinking about what your relatives 
have accomplished — or haven't 
accomplished — instead of think- 
ing about what you yourself should 
be accomplishing.” 

I paused for a moment of think- 
ing. “Besides,” I went on, “you're 
related to somebody compared 
with whom George Washington is 


nobody.” 
“Who?” asked Joe. 
“God,” I said. 


“Oh,” he replied, “I know that, 
but that wasn’t what I meant.” 

“I know, but that’s what I want 
you to think about. That’s the way 
to get the right outlook on life. 
Keep in mind the fact that you're 
a son of God. He made you out 
of nothing. Then baptism made 
you His son. Do you realize that 
you're mentioned in His will as 
one of His heirs?” 

“How do you mean?” asked Joe. 

“He wrote His will in blood on 
the Cross, in the person of His 
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Son. Christ is God. You’re His son 
by baptism. He lives in you, and 
you in Him. Christ is a man, too. 
Therefore you're His brother by 
birth. You want a great relative? 
Joe, you've got the greatest Rel- 
ative there is. You belong to the 
royal family of the King of Kings. 
You are a member of the noble 
house of the Prince of Princes. You 
are richer than any multi-million- 
aire who ever lived, because you 
hold title to God’s own estate. I’m 
talking about heaven, and I’m talk- 
ing about the fact that you're a 
Catholic.” ‘ 

“I know,” said Joe. 

“Well,” I asked, “it’s true, isn’t 
it? God is your Father. Christ is 
your Brother. The Virgin Mary is 
your Mother and your sister. St. 
Joseph is your brother, too. All the 
saints are your brothers and sisters. 
The angels are your . . . shall we 
call them your first cousins? That’s 
the only family tree that really 
matters — the family tree that has 
its roots in God, and bears the 
fruit of holy angels, and holy men 
and women. Those are the great 


* people. Those are the really fam- 


ous people. They'll be famous for- 
ever. Great relatives? You've got 
the greatest!” 


I count among my friends those persons whose characters 
I would defend, and whose reputations I would not slight.— 


O. A. Battista. 


A little girl is grown up when she no longer sneers at 


her older sister’s callers. 


My Eucharistic Family 


Alberta Schumacher 


FVERY person can have a family 

that grows nearer and dearer 
to them each day. Let me tell 
you about the family I call “my 
Eucharistic family.” 


There is one man in his mid- 
eighties, about six feet two inches 
tall, kindly, bespectacled, and 
present for daily Mass and Com- 
munion. That is “grandpa” of my 
Eucharistic family . . . no blood 
relation, mind you. 

There is one tiny mite of an 
elderly lady who lights a candle 
each morning, and she is “grand- 
ma” of my Eucharistic family. A 
splendid fourteen-year-old boy 
with a religious vocation plays the 
organ and sings in the choir. That 
is my boy. The priest’s house- 
keeper's young daughter sings 
with him. She is my daughter as 
well, the daughter of my Euchar- 
istic family. There are other child- 


ren in the choir and a sprinkling 


of them in the front pews .. . all 
mine by virtue of the relationship 
of our Eucharistic family. 

A few seats toward the front is 
a special “sister” of the Euchar- 
istic family, a woman with a boy 
in the seminary, and toward my 


left is another special “sister” who 
sometimes serves me coffee and 
inspiration after Mass. 


A lovely woman with prema- 
turely gray hair comes with her 
erect, youthful-looking, but elderly 
father. These are uncle and aunt 
of my Eucharistic family. Besides 
these, there are the comforting 
religious members of my “family,” 
the Sisters of the Precious Blood 
present for the second Mass of 
their day. 


The wonderful part of all this 
is that these people were near and 
dear to my heart long before I 
ever got acquainted with them 
personally. We were united in a 
bond that to me at least was 
wholly satisfying and rewarding. 
I suffer great loneliness for them 
when I am unable to get. to Mass 
on certain week-day mornings, as 
well as for Jesus in the Blessed 
Sacrament. 


So I say to all the lonely ones 
in the world . . . adopt yourself 
a “Eucharistic family” by attend- 
ing week-day Masses and receiv- 
ing Holy Communion. There are 
so few there that you cannot help 
but notice them, for they become 
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a part of your Mass prayers. 
Grandpa looks a bit “under the 


weather” on a particular morning, 
so you pray for him. Grandma’s 
rheumatism is bothering her. You 
can tell by the way she limps up 
the aisle to light a candle. 
Young aunt with the prema- 
turely gray hair is sneezing. A new 
Mass server makes a mistake. You 
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pray for them all. They are your 
family. You don’t start out by will- 
ing it to be that way .. . it just 
happens. Jesus keeps drawing you 
closer and closer together. “Blood 
is thicker than water,” they always 
say. It is the Precious Blood of 
Jesus that unites “my Eucharistic 
family,” the members of which are 
‘no blood relation at all otherwise. 


Never since the world began has a political agency neti 
ever created or developed a single wealth-producing enterprise 
that makes for the continuous employment of man.—Merle 


Thorpe. 
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“This part's all right. It’s 
goes 


the wringer, | 


Thorndyke ~ 


When Looking For A Mate, Remember 


Love Has To Be Achieved 


Rev. Richard Ginder 


T would be hard to say whether 
‘a priest spends more time put- 
ting marriages together or trying 
to pull them apart. And some- 
times, after a long evening of play- 
ing referee to a pair of scrapping 
spouses, I’m tempted to wonder 
why anyone in his right mind 
should take the risk of marriagel 
But then we priests are spiritual 
physicians forced to look at the 
morbid, the diseased side of hu- 
man nature. Like surgeons, .we 
_ must resist the temptation to pes- 
simism. 

One thing is certain: There is 
a great deal of confusion about 
love in the minds of young people 
today. They tend to confuse it 
with infatuation, which is some- 
thing else entirely. 


Infatuation is “puppy love.” It’s 


a dose of stars in the eyes—a sick- 
ness—a mild form of insanity in 
which the victim is “nuts” over 
a certain person. Etymologically, 
it’s the “state or condition of the 
fool.” One could pass in and out 
of it every three months. 

The trouble is that if they are 
beyond parental control, the in- 
fatuated ones can make a ghastly 
blunder and get married. Before 


a year is out, the stars have fallen 


out of their eyes and—too late!— 


they realize their mistake. But 
now they are caught in a union 
which no man can put asunder. 
They have to make the best of 
things. 


On the form to be filled out 
in our diocese before marriage, 
there are two questions to be ask- 
ed of each party: How long have 
you known your fiancee? How 
long have you been engaged? If 
the answer to either question is 
a matter of mere weeks or months, 
I fear for the marriage. 


‘Love At First Sight’ 


But how is one to tell an infat- — 


uation from the real thing? One 
rule of thumb is just to wait. Let 
several months or a year go by 
and see if you still feel the same 
way about your sweetheart. Where 
life has been a succession of in- 
fatuations for the boy or girl, he 
should allow himself proportion- 
ately more time. 

“Love at first sight” exists only 
in the movies and in popular 
songs. A boy or girl in late ado- 
lescence can and does control the 
choice of his future partner. He 
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runs with a partieular crowd, and 
his good judgment tells him that 
ultimately he will probably marry 
one of that crowd. If it is a Pro- 
testant or mixed circle, the 
chances are that his will be a 
mixed marriage. It may be a “fast” 
set, a well-to-do, or an intelligent, 
or a “horsey” set. Then husband or 
wife will very likely fall into that 
category. 

Once young people reach a mar- 
riageable age, they keep a sharp 
eye out: for a life-partner. They 
may not do it consciously, but they 
start pairing off and the choice 
narrows down when it comes to 
arranging a date for swimming or 
dancing. Then, when they are 
good and ready, they reach a psy- 
chological point like the edge of a 
high-dive. “This is it,” they think 
to themselves. “It is still within my 
power to retreat. I can still break 
off this affair.” But once they go 
off into the deep, they’re emotion- 
ally committed and it’s next to im- 
possible for them to back out. 

Their parents and friends will 
easily recognize the various stages. 
At first they can talk sense to their 
son or daughter and he will listen 
with attention. As time goes on, he 
grows restive and impatient. Final- 
ly, once he has gone off the deep 
end, he explodes in anger at the 
least criticism of his sweetheart. 

The best criterion of real love 
is reverence—a quality of deep 
mutual respect. It need not extend 
to the whole of the lover’s char- 
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acter or disposition, but it should 
cover the greater part of it. The 
lover wants to be worthy of his be- 
loved. He admires her virtue and 
she inspires him to stay in the 
state of grace so that their love can 
go on into eternity. They exchange 
the deepest confidence and get to 
know each other from the ground 
up—and this speaks well for their 
future happiness. Husband and 
wife form a moral union in which 
all things should be held in com- 
mon. Love is unselfish, is willing 
to sacrifice. It desires most of all 
the happiness of the beloved. 
Writing of these qualities, the 
late Dr. John M. Cooper says that 
“Love . .. is not something that 
people fall into, not something 
that just happens to a person. 
Love has to be achieved.” 
Courtship—A Delicate Time 
Courtship is a delicate time. 
Each of the lovers is putting his 
best foot forward. I have known a 
girl who kept company with a fel- 
low for a year. During those 
twelve months he all but carried 


- her around in his arms. No amount 


of money was too much to spend 
on a date. No present was too 
costly. When they weren't to- 
gether, they spent hours each day 
on the telephone. Not a_ harsh 
word crossed his lips in all that 
time. But shortly after marriage, 
he turned into a bear, alternating 
between moods of peevish jeal 
ousy and reckless extravagance. 
Three or four days at a time would 
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pass without his speaking to her. 
He. would go out nights without a 
word of explanation. 

Another case (and this is dis- 
turbingly frequent) involved a boy 
who mistook a frigid nature for 
virtue. He had met a number of 
girls of the sort who frequent 
drive-ins, lavish with their kisses 
and caresses, and then—when he 
was on the marriage-market—he 
ran into this girl, affectionate 
enough, but unwilling even to 
hold hands, and the usual perfunc- 
tory good-night kiss seemed an 
agony to her. He thought it was 
her love of God. It wasn’t. She was 
just reserved and cold. So now 
they're married, and that’s his 
cross—hers too, for she is a model 
wife in every other respect. 


Now how can _ one _ break 
through that salesmanship, the 
good show that is put on during 
courtshipP—for one can be sure 
that the “front” will disappear 
shortly after marriage and the 
other person’s real self will come 
to the fore. : 

Here is a fairly reliable index: 
How does your lover treat his par- 
ents, his brothers and sisters, his 
friends?—most of all, how does he 
treat God? You can’t expect him to 
have more respect for you than he 
has for Our Lord or for those who 
are humbly dearest to him. At 
home he is off guard. Do you hear 
of explosions, of prolonged grouch- 


es, selfishness, stinginess, extrava- 
gance, periodic drunkennéss? Does 
he form lifelong friendships?—or 
does he often speak of' this one or 
that one “who used to be my 
friend”? 
Don’t Wait Too Long 
How does he handle the prob- 
lems of daily living? What happens 
when his boss calls him down, 
when a tire goes flat, when he 
spatters gravy on his jacket? 


These are all little indicators of 
your future. One wise old priest 
used to advise his boys: to get a 
look at their girl’s bedroom: pow- 
der on the floor? crushed Kleenex 
on the dresser? stockings on the 
chair? A little investigation can 
save a lot of grief. 


As to sexual compatibility, a 
complete discussion of the matter 
should set things straight, and that 
should be possible without offend- 
ing modesty. If the boy is ardent, 
he should tell the girl. If she in 
turn is inclined the other way, he 
has a right to know. All the cards 
should be laid on the table, since 
they touch on the happiness of 
both parties. 


But, as I said, these matters 
must be taken care of before the 
couple commit themselves—before 
they fall in love. After that, it’s 
too late. One might as well talk 
into a windstorm as try to advise a 
pair of moon-crossed lovers. 


The best job-insurance is work well done. 
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Saint Philomena 


Wonder-Working Saint 


Grace V. Burns 


"THERE is a Dear Little Saint in 

Heaven who works so many 
wonderful miracles that she is call- 
ed the Wonder-Worker. This be- 
loved Saint, St. Philomena, is not 
as well known here in the United 
States as she is in Europe. Her 
feast day, August 11th, is held in 
high esteem in Mugnano, Italy, 
where her precious relics were first 
brought and where her sanctuary 
draws thousands of visitors and 
petitioners throughout the year. 


Miracles Wrought 


On May 24, 1803 excavators, 
working in the Catacomb of Saint 
Priscilla, came across a tomb that 
had never been touched. It bore 
in red symbols, denoting martyr- 
dom, this inscription: “Peace to 
you, Philomena.” There were also 
these emblems: an anchor, two 
arrows, a lance, palm, and a lily. 
The tomb was opened the next day 
and the bones, ashes and a portion 
of dried blood, preserved in a jar, 
were sealed in a box and brought 
to the Treasury of Relics until the 
Holy Father should assign them to 
a. church. 

For three years the relics lay 
waiting until] Father Francisco, a 


parish priest from Mugnano de 
Cardinale (a village near Naples), 
came with Bishop of Potenza to 
Rome. It was the fervent desire of 
this priest to obtain the relics of 
some saint to bring back to his 
church. On visiting the Treasury, 
his whole body trembled with the 
aspiration to procure the relics be- 
fore which he stood—those of St. 
Philomena; but they were denied 
him. Instead, he reluctantly ac- 
cepted those of another saint. Sud- 
denly, Father Francisco became ill 
and was feared dying. He con- 
ceived the idea of making St. Phil- 
omena his patron, and _ instantly 
was cured. Realizing this was a 
miracle, the Holy Father gave the 
relics to Father Francisco, and 
they were taken to Mugnano—not 
without several miracles being 


worked on the way. 


A stopover was made in Naples 
where a statue was made in which 
the relics were encased. The statue 
was then placed in a casket of 
precious wood. The evening be- 
fore it was to arrive in Mugnano, 
a poor bedridden man earnestly 
prayed to St. Philomena that he 
might see and kiss her precious 
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relics. His prayers seemed to go 
unanswered and his pains became 
more intense. The next day when 
the bells rang forth to announce 
the arrival, he dragged himself out 
of his bed to see the procession. As 
he left the house, he was cured. 


A Wife’s Prayer 


D. Allessandro Serio, a noted 
Naples lawyer, long suffered from 
a dangerous internal illness. He 
and his wife went to Mugnano to 
beg for his cure. But the Saint 
seemed deaf to their pleas for on 
the eighth day he became uncon- 
scious and unable to make his con- 
fession. In her grief, his wife took 
a picture of St. Philomena and 
asked only that he be able to make 
his confession, thinking that a cure 
was now impossible. She promised 
to give an altar for the church if 
her prayers were answered. Not 
only was Allessandro able to make 
his confession but while doing so 
was brought back into full health. 

There was a Frenchman, Louis 
of Mariconeoit, who married an 
English girl and their marriage 
was a very happy one for six 
months. Then the young bride be- 
came seriously ill. It was her most 
ardent. desire to become a mother 
but the doctors said it was utterly 
impossible due to the condition of 
her health. The couple then came 
to the vicinity of Naples seeking a 
cure. 

Upon hearing of the wonders at 
Mugnano, the wife shut herself in 
her room, fell upon her knees and 


uttered this fervent prayer: “Since 
my condition is desperate, from 
the human point of view, and 
since I have no earthly hope left, 
I place all my confidence in you 
and trust that you will cure me, for 
you are powerful in Heaven and 
are good to all who seek your help. 
Despite my sufferings I will go to- 
morrow to visit you in Mugnano 
and I will ask you not only to re- 
store me to health but to grant 
me the blessing of becoming a mo- 
ther and I will give my child the 
name of Philomena. Moreover, I 
promise to direct all the yearnings 
of its young heart towards God.” 

The next day she went to the 
Saint’s shrine and poured forth 
her prayer with confidence. Upon 
returning the following year, she 
was not only in perfect health but 
the mother of a beautiful child. 
There are many mothers who can 
thank St. Philomena for this same 
blessing. 


Pope Saw This One 


And so it went, with the devo- 
tion spreading far and wide. The 
sick were cured, the blind were 
made to see, the deaf could hear, 
the mute could speak, and there 
were many conversions. Spiritual 
graces, success in business, help in 
financial difficulties also are ob- 
tained. Whole villages prospered 
where the devotion was kept faith- 
fully and childrén received the 
Saint’s name in Baptism. Many, 
many people are ever thankful to 
the Wonder-Working Saint and of- 
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fer gifts to the church in her hon- 
or. 


Pope Gregory XVI was a wit- 
ness to the miracle of Pauline 
Marie Jaricot, a renowned heroine 
of the Church from France. She 
had suffered a painful heart mal- 
ady and the doctors pronounced 
her ready to die when she under- 
took her agonizing journey to St. 
Philomena’s Shrine. On a forced 
stop in the Eternal City, the Pope 
visited Pauline and seeing her con- 
dition said, “We will never see her 
again.” Upon returning from Mug- 
nano, she walked to the Vatican 
and the Holy Father exclaimed, 
“Is it really my daughter!” Miss 
Jaricot then stayed in Rome a 
year while the miracle was 
thoroughly investigated. 


St. Jean M. Vianny, the Cure of 
Ars, is another who was very close 
to St. Philomena. Popes, too, have 
a personal devotion to the Dear 
Little Saint. Gregory XVI pro- 
claimed her to be “the Great Won- 
der-Worker of the nineteenth cen- 


tury”;. Pius IX in the year 1849 


named her Patroness of the Chil- 
dren of Mary; Leo XIII approved 
the Confraternity of the Saint; and 
Pius X—all these not only sanction- 
ed but recommended the devotion. 
What more could a client of St. 
Philomena want than this reassur- 
ance of the Vicars of Christ them- 
selves manifesting their belief in 
the wonder-working powers of St. 
Philomena bestowed by the Al- 
mighty God? 


Some of the most devoted 
clients of St. Philomena prayed to 
her to reveal her life and’ whit 
form of martyrdom she suffered 
for our Lord. Accordingly, the 
Saint appeared to three different 
people, all far away from each 
other; and her story verifies the 
writing and symbols that were on 
her coffin. 


One of the revelations, made to 
Mother Mary Louisa, Superior 
General of the Congregation of the 
Delours of Mary who died in 
1875, is quoted as follows: 


Life Of St. Philomena 


“My dear Sister,” said the Saint, 
“I was the daughter of the king of 
a small Grecian state. My mother, 
too, was of royal blood. As they 
had no children, my parents con- 
tinually offered sacrifices and 
prayers to their false gods to ob- 
tain the blessing of a child. There 
was at that time, with our family, 
a Roman doctor named Publius, 
now a Saint in Heaven. Touched 
by their blindness and moved by 
their sorrow, he was inspired by 
the Holy Ghost to speak to them 
of our faith, and assured them that 
their prayers would be heard if 
they embraced the Christian re- 
ligion. His eloquence touched their 
hearts, and their minds were at the 
same time enlightened by divine 
grace. After mature deliberation 
they finally received the holy Sac- 
rament of Baptism. I was born at 
the beginning of the following 
year on January 10th.” 
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_. $t. Philomena went on to tell 
that, at the close of her thirteenth 
year, she accompanied her parents 
to Rome in the hope of making 
peace with the Roman Emperor 
who had unjustly declared war on 
them. She was present at the audi- 
ence they had with the tyrant. 
While her father earnestly pleaded 
his cause, the Emperor kept glanc- 
ing at Philomena and replied that 
he would hold peace in exchange 
for the hand of Philomena in mar- 
riage. 


The parents agreed but Philo- 
mena rejected the offer as she had 
made a vow of chastity when she 
was eleven years old and already 
was the Spouse of Jesus Christ. 
Her father implored her to change 
her mind and the Emperor tried to 
persuade her with caresses and 
promises and finally threats. See- 
ing she would not yield, he had 
her thrown in the dungeon and 
bound hand and foot and loaded 
with chains. Daily he renewed his 
attentions but to no avail as Philo- 
mena daily recommended herself 
to Jesus and His Blessed Mother. 


On the thirty-seventh day the 
Queen of Heaven appeared to 
Philomena carrying her Divine 
Son in her arms and renewed her 
courage telling her that at the 
moment of trial she would receive 
strength and grace. 


Despairing, the Emperor finally 
ordered her tied to a pillar and 
scouraged till she was but one 


gaping wound and then brought 
back to prison to die in agony. 
While there, two angels appeared 
and poured balm on her wounds 
and she was cured. On hearing the 
news, the Emperor was astounded 
and mad with rage. He gave 
orders for an anchor to be attached 
to her neck and thrown into the 
Tiber. But Jesus sent his two ang- 
els to cut the cord—the anchor 
falling into the river—and brought 
her back to the bank without a 
drop of water touching her. This 
miracle converted many. 


Philomena was then ordered to 
be pierced with arrows, and mor- 
tally wounded and was once more 
thrown into prison. The Almighty 
sent a most peaceful sleep to her 
and she woke more beautiful than 
ever. The Emperor, receiving 
word of this, was so infuriated that 
he ordered the torture repeated 
until she died. However, the ar- 
rows would not leave the bows. 
He then gave an order to heat the 
arrows red hot but the arrows 
were turned back on the archers 
killing six of them. This last mira- 
cle also brought about several con- 
versions and the people showed 
signs of reverence for the faith. 

The tyrant being now afraid of 
more serious consequences, order- 
ed Philomena beheaded. It was 
three o'clock in the afternoon on 
August 10th that her soul ascend- 
ed into Heaven to receive the 
crown of virginity which she had 
merited by so many victories. 
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We Were Almost Guilty Of 


Locking Only One Door 


Rhoda Corby Lee 


‘¢C:ATHER, we live only one 

block from the public school 
where Mary attended kindergart- 
en. Would you please give your 
approval to my sending her there 
for first grade instead of to the 
parish school? To attend here, she 
will have almost a mile to walk, 
and no one from our neighborhood 
with whom to walk.” 


Those were the words we had 


' all planned out to say to our pastor 


in the Fall of 1948. We hated the 
thought of her going so far alone. 
She,is our oldest child and the first 
to “go out into the world.” To 
think of her crossing busy streets 
at the very time when the traffic 
was the heaviest was not pleasant. 
She would have to attend a Cath- 
olic School when she was ready for 
second grade, we knew, as we cer- 
tainly wanted her to make her 
First Holy Communion with the 
rest of her class. 


“+ We:Plan Our Answers 


My husband, knowing my im- 
pulsiveness, suggested that I think 
over what Father would answer, 


so I could have my arguments 
ready. That sounded like a fine 
idea. The first chance I had, I 
gave my imagination free rein with 
every confidence that I would then 
be prepared for any and all ob- 
jections. My thoughts went some- 
thing like this: 

“Is Mary normally intelligent?”, 
my conscience asked. 


“Yes, in fact she ranks in the 
upper half of her class,” my ma- 
ternal pride answered. 


The imaginary conversation con- 
tinued: 

Father: “Is she obedient, and 
can she follow directions?” 


Me: “Yes, I believe so, Father. 
We have tried to be firm enough 
with our children so that we can 


depend on them to do as they are 
told.” 


Father: “Then, I gather, that 
were she cautioned and instructed, 
she would be as careful as any 
other child her age in crossing 
streets?” 


Me: “Well—Yes, Father, but it’s 
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so far, and she’d have to walk - 


alone most of the way.” 


Father: “She’d have other chil- 
dren walking with her, were she 
to attend the public school you 
speak of?” 

Me: “Oh, yes, Father.” 

Father: “Now, while these little 
companions may be very com- 
mendable youngsters, there would 
be few, if any, Catholics among 
them. Am I right?” 

Me: “Y-yes, Father.” 

Father: “Now, Mrs. Lee, one of 
your duties as a mother, and an 
important one, I assure you, is 
safe-guarding your children to the 
best of your ability. It would be 
wrong for you to encourage, or 
even to permit them to take foolish 
risks. But . . . as a Catholic Mother, 


it is also your duty to give your. 


children the benefits of a Catholic 
education. Our school has an ex- 
cellent rating, and we are fortunate 
to be able to offer it to our chil- 
dren. 

“Another point is this: Those 
other children we spoke of, who 
would be her classmates in the 
public school will be getting their 
religious training at their respec- 
tive Sunday Schools, Bible Classes, 
etc. Now, you know, Mrs. Lee, 
what little ‘chatter-boxes’ children 
are. The others will be talking of 
the stories and lessons they are 
learning at Sunday School. Mary, 
therefore, not only will be missing 
the religious training she is right- 
fully entitled to, but will be ab- 
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sorbing the teachings of the Pro- 
testant churches in our community. 
She may also experience a feeling 
of frustration because she will have 
very little, if anything, to con- 
tribute to these conversations. 

“Then, too, remember that while 
Mary may have no child with 
whom to walk, she is not alone. 
Have you forgotten her Guardian 
Angel? Look at the question from 
a distance, and you'll get a better 
perspective. You are thinking too 
much of Mary’s body, and not 
enough of her soul. 

“No, Mrs. Lee, my advice to 
you is to send her off with a kiss 
and a prayer, and to remember 
that it is God’s Will that she re- 
ceive the training that the Sisters 
are so well qualified to give her.” 


What Goes On Here? 


Suddenly, I came “to” with a 
start! What had I done? In spite 
of myself, I had convinced myself 
that sending Mary to the public 
school was comparable to putting 
something very precious in a room 
with two doors; locking one door 
very securely and leaving the other 
door wide open, with WELCOME 
printed on the mat. 


Later that evening, I started my 


mission of “convincing” my hus-: 


band. He just smiled. I might have 
known he was just giving me rope. 
How wise he was! 

Needless to say, our daughter 
was among those enrolled in the 
first grade at Cathedral School. 
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Wher Mary came home from 
school those first days, she had 
stars in her eyes, telling us simple, 
basic religious truths that were so 
new to her. We still daily hear, 
“Sister says—” and “Father said—,” 
and I smile to think how I was 
willing to miss all this. 
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Our home has become much 
more “Catholic” now, and our 
three year old Denis knows more 
about Jesus and Mother Mary than 
Mary did at his age. 

What amuses me, is, I didn’t 
even get to the rectory to talk my 
“problem” over with Father Gehl. 


Prayed For Assailants Then Died 


In November, 1951, the Reverend Brother Salesius Klein, 
Superior General of the Poor Brothers of St. Francis, died in 
St. Francis Hospital, Jersey City as the result of a brutal attack 
upon him by two men who robbed him of ten dollars. After 
the attack Brother Salesius returned to St. Mary’s Hospital, 
Hoboken, where he had been staying, but did not mention the 
incident to anyone. About seven o’clock that evening he went 
to St. Francis Hospital to keep an appointment and collapsed 
shortly after his arrival there. Later he regained consciousness 
and reluctantly identified his assailants to detectives, but he 
asked them to do nothing about the affair. “Maybe they needed 
the money badly,” he remarked. He prayed for the men during 
the night before lapsing into the coma from which he did not 
recover. 


In an editorial tribute the Jersey Observer of Hoboken 


‘commented: “Whatever our beliefs, religious or otherwise, we 


must be awed by the saintly prayers of a man who asks complete 
forgiveness of those who have done him to death. We can look 
upon such a man with wonder, with a kind of amazed wonder 
that he can be so gentle and forgiving. What a grand world 
it would be if all could harbor such a spirit. Unfortunately 
not all of us, the public, are saints. Many of us live without 
even realizing that there are such persons about us giving of 
their best for the betterment of mankind.” 


—Precious Blood Messenger. 
A day isn’t long enough for some persons to get rid of the 


dirty look they gave their alarm clocks on getting up.—0O. A. 
Battista. 
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It’s True and ’m Glad 


My Slip Is Showing 


Isabelle Cox 


WE were strictly backyard gard- 

eners until a neighbor’s gen- 
erosity shamed us. Oh sure, we 
kept our front lawn barbered and 
the hedge shaved. That’s about as 
far as we went, though. It was a 
case of fulfilling the obligation of 
a ‘good neighbor,’ with nary an 
ounce of ‘good measure’ thrown 
in. 


The backyard was quite another 
matter. Here was our joy: the pet 
roses, the early tulips, the lattice 
of sweet peas. We took great pride 
in our ‘outdoor livingroom,’ and 
shared its beauties often with rela- 
tives and invited friends. 


Our neighbor’s except for close 
ones, never suspected that our ra- 
ther ordinary house with its con- 
serative front lawn hid a fairyland 
of flowers. 


Share Your Joy 


But one day as I walked down 
to the corner grocery my eye was 
caught by a colorful bush of Mar- 
tha Washington geraniums. Oh, I 
exclaimed to myself, wouldn't I 
love to have a slip of those! I 
could use a bush for that bare spot 
in the back border. I was in luck. 
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The woman was out in her yard 
cultivating her gorgeous roses. 


“Good morning,” she called. 


“Hello there,” I answered. “I’m 
admiring your Martha Washing- 
tons and wondering if I dare ask 
you for a rooting slip.” — 

“Gracious yes!” Pleasure glowed 
in her face as she snapped a 
healthy stem and handed it to me. 

I thanked her, gazing wraptly at 
the many varieties of blossoms 
dancing in the morning sun. 

“Oh don’t thank me,” she said. 
“It’s yours anyway. You see,: that’s 
why I have all these plants in 
front, so that people can enjoy 
them. You’ve no idea how many 
do stop to look, too.” She flushed 
self consciously and added, “I 
like to think that I’ve made folks 
just a bit happier that way. Sort 
of like giving them all bouquets.” 

As I neared home on my return 
from the store, the vision of flow- 
ers and friendliness lingered. I 
looked at our front yard with dis- 
taste. Suddenly I felt a quick burst 
of ‘shame. It was neat and that was 
all. I don’t think anyone would 
have given it a second glance. It is 
almost like cheating our neighbors, 
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I thought. Surely it wouldn’t hurt 
us to put forth a little more effort 
as a gesture of good will. 

It seemed especially appropri- 
ate to start with the Geranium slip 
so graciously donated. Soon Iris 
bulbs were added along with other 
surplus bulbs. Seeds of annuals 
were scattered in large areas for 
splashes of color. 


Unexpected Chain Reaction 


In a few months our yard had a 
‘new look’ which set up an unex- 
pected chain reaction: the neigh- 
bors each side of us followed suit, 
caught up in the friendly spirit of 
the idea. Before long our whole 
block was aglow with living bou- 
quets. 

I guess we never have reaped 
such a bountiful reward from so 
small a sowing. Hardly a day pass- 
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es that we do not see someone 
pausing and happily admiring the 
colorful displays. 

We still have our 
garden in the back; but the front 
yard is strictly for strangers. That 
is our friendly smile we extend to 
not-so-close neighbors. It is a free 
invitation to feast the eyes on 
beauty. 

My Martha Washington slip has 


grown to a lovely full-blooming 


plant; but my greatest reward 
came just the other day when a 
new neighbor rang my bell. 

“Good morning,” she smiled. “I 
am so fond of Martha Washington 
geraniums, and yours is such a 
pretty one, may I beg a slip of it 
for rooting?” 

No, I've never regretted plant- 
ing it in front. I'm glad my slip is 
showing. 


Prayers After Holy Communion 


Have you ever, after receiving Holy Communion, been in 
one of those moods when you feel you want to pray from your 
heart rather than to use a prayer-book, but find concentration 
without a guide difficult. Many years ago, a nun teaching the 
sixth grade gave us just such a guide in the letters of the word 
“father.” She suggested an act for each letter as follows: 


F—Faith 
A—Adoration 
T—Thanksgiving 
H—Humility 
—Evocation 
R—Reparation ~ 


Can you think of a simpler or more comprehensive rule?— 


Kathryn Gade. 


| 


Amen Means O. K. 


If We Don’t Ask, 


We Won't Get 


Sister Mary Albert, .0.P. 


PRAYER is a primary commodity 

in our dealings with God. With- 
out it we can do nothing, with it 
everything is possible. But what 
does it mean to many of us? Either 
the parrot-like saying of a few 
familiar prayers without ever stop- 
ping to think what they are get- 
ting at; or else an honest attempt 
to puzzle out what they are about 
which doesn’t seem to get us very 
far. 


The fault isn’t entirely ours. The 
‘word “prayer” doesn’t figure in 
our ordinary conversation. It did 
once, but like so many other phras- 
es concerned with our religion, it 
has gone out of circulation. And 
so it is easy to take it for granted 
that the thing itself has little ref- 
erence to our every-day life. 

We “say our prayers”—when we 
remember — because we've been 
taught. to and because forgetting 
them is one.of the things we have 
to mention when we go to Con- 
fession. But as for prayer having 


anything to do with our eating 


and working and playing and be- 
ing in love—why of course not! 

And yet it has a great deal to 
do with them, just as they ought 
all to be bound up with our prayer. 
So what we have to do with this, 
as with so many other things in 
our religion, is to figure out what 
they really mean and then as it 
were translate them into the idiom 
of our own lives. 

“To pray” in everyday language 
meant to ask and do it politely, as 
it still does in French. Nowadays, 
unfortunately, we often do neither 
—we just demand or dictate. “Gim- 
me this, do that.” 

It’s odd, isn’t it, that while we 
take a strong line about Dictators 
with a capital letter, we all like 
to be bosses in our own little way? 
Or rather, it isn’t odd really, just 
human nature, which isn’t so dem- 
ocratic as some of us would like 
to think. 

Well, our companions may stand 
for that sort of thing but God 
won't. Whether we know it, whe- 
ther we like it or not, we owe Him 


ry 
| 
ay 
33 


34 


all we have and we depend on 
Him for everything, not just our- 
selves but everyone, the whole 
world. We are as dependent on 
Him for life and all that sustains it 
as is the child in its mother’s 
womb. Everything comes to us 
from Him, by His permission, and 
by ourselves we can never repay 
Him all we owe. But He likes us 
to ask for it. Indeed, He won't 
give it unless we do. And we must 
ask politely—-say “Please!” Here, 
then, we have the first and most 
general meaning of prayer; just 
saying, “Please” to God. . 


Why Ask? 


But why must we ask Him? Be- 
cause, as we said, He likes it and 
insists upon it. He is our Father 


and He wants good manners from. 


His children just as we expect 
them from ours. 
Creator, and submission, humility, 
confidence and so many other 
qualities which are vitally neces- 
sary to us, all hinge on this. fact 
of our “creatureliness” which the 
sinner in us is so anxious to forget. 
Even for our own sakes we must 
not be allowed to get away from 
the fact of our debt to Him and 
our dependence on Him. 


So to show that we are aware 
of it and own up to it and are 
ready to make some token repay- 


ment though we can never fully. 


discharge it, He insists on this 
prayer of asking. He even makes 
it the condition of His giving; ask, 
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He is also our, 


and you shall receive. If we don't 
ask, we won't get—just as the water: 
won't come unless you turn on the 
tap, your car won't move unless 
you press the starter. 


That’s all very well, we may ob- 
ject, but what about all the people 
who never ask God for anything, 
don’t even know that He exists, 
and yet they have all they want? 

Probably a lot of them do pray 
without realizing it. It may well 
be that the final test of belief or 
atheism is whether, in times of 
crisis and extreme need, one turns’ 
wordlessly and_half-unconsciously 
towards a higher Someone or 
Something that one hopes may 
have the power and the will to 
help. Then there is the fact of the 
one-ness and solidarity of the 
whole human race. We may for- 
get the fact of our being part of 
greater whole but we cannot alter 
it. What we do affects the rest of 
mankind, what others do reacts on 
us. 


Professionals At Prayer 


‘And so, although we may never 
ask God for anything, others are 
doing it for us all the time. The 
Church’s prayers are nearly always 
in the plural and embrace even 
those “outside the Fold!” She 
makes sure that the voice of her 
prayer shall never be silenced: by: 
appointing men and women. to: 
pray in her name. 

These “professional pray-ers” are 
the priests and contemplatives who 
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are officially commissioned to 
speak in the name of all of us. Day 
and night, by offering the Holy 
Mass or reciting the Divine Of- 
fice, they act as the Church’s 
mouthpiece, thus ensuring that 
however neglectful individuals 
may. be, the necessary need of 
prayer shall never fail. 

Equally certain is its success. 
For although it is men who ad- 
dress God, He hears in them the 
Voice of His beloved Son in Whom 
He is well-pleased and Whose re- 
quests are answered before they 
are uttered. The Church is Christ 
on earth and her prayer is only an 
echo of that which He offers for 
us unceasingly both in Heaven and 
on earth in the Blessed Sacrament, 
above all during Mass. Our Bless- 
ed Lady, too, and all the Angels 
and Saints are always asking that 
we who are still on the road to 
Heaven may be given all that we 
need to bring us safely to our 
journey’s end. 

That is how the Church as a 
whole obeys our Lord’s order to 
“pray always.” Yet we've each got 
to do it in our own way. Not that 
we can be talking to God all the 
time. But we can and ought to 
keep to our set prayers, morning 
and evening, grace before and af- 
ter meals at least. 

If we do this faithfully, not just 
parrot-like, but thinking Whom we 
are speaking to and why, we shall 
soon find that conversation with 
God comes more easily, and that 
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we instinctively turn to Him when 
we have something hard or un-. 
pleasant to face. Rather as a child 
runs to its Mother at every verse 
end: “Mummy, I’ve broken this; 
Mummy, can I have that; Mummy, 
how do you open this?” Or it 
might be as an apprentice turns 
to his master for help and guid- 
ance whenever he finds that his 
job is beyond him. 


Best of all there can be a per- 
manent attitude of asking and ex- 
pectancy. Words aren’t necessary. 
A look, a gesture “speaks volumes” 
to those we love. We just look at 
God by an act of the mind or the 
will. It is like pointing to what 
we want and saying: “Look, Lord.” 
That seems to be the sort of prayer 
He prefers. It is what His best 
friends did. His Mother at the 
marriage at Cana nudged Him and 
said: “Look, Jesus, the wine’s run 
out!” And when Lazarus, the bro- 
ther of Martha and Mary and a 
great friend of our Lord was dy- 
ing, the only message they sent 
was: “Lord, your friend is sick.” 
He knew what they wanted as He 
always knows what we want—even 
when we don’t know ourselves! 


The Duty of Gratitude 


All this about saying “Please” to 
God applies equally to thanking 
Him. If someone is always asking 
for things yet never showing any 
gratitude, we consider him selfish 
and unmannerly. But a grateful 
person makes us feel that our help _ 
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is appreciated and we want to do 
more for him. 


Our Lord, Who shares our hu- 
man feelings, is like that too, and 
He showed us that our Heavenly 
Father is much the same. When 
He wanted something very spe- 
cial He began by saying: “Thank 
You”: before the miracle of the 
multiplication of the loaves, for 
example, and the raising of Laz- 
arus, and before He instituted the 
Holy Eucharist at the Last Supper. 
Indeed, “Eucharist” is simply a 
Greek word meaning “thanksgiv- 
ing’—as if our Lord were with us 
in the Mass and the Blessed Sacra- 
ment chiefly to be our “Thank 
You” to God. 


In the early Church what we 
now call the Canon of the Mass 
was mainly a long prayer thanking 
God for all the different things 
He has done for us men. Our 
Preface is a relic of that prayer 
and it still says that it is only right 
and fitting that we should “always 
and everywhere be giving thanks 
to God.” 

So what prayer really amounts 
to is saying to God two things 
that are continually on our lips in 
ordinary conversation: please and 
thank you. But there’s another 
word that we have got to use pret- 
ty often: “Sorry.” We're always 
making mistakes and putting peo- 
ple out, deliberately or accidental- 
ly, and it helps to put things right 
when we apologize. With friends 
especially, we are anxious to “make 
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up” as soon as possible. If we 
don’t say we are sorry it looks as 
if we are bearing a grudge and re- 
lations between us are strained. : 
* Here again, the same sort of 
thing happens with God. He made 
the world and planned it down to 
the last detail and He has told us 
exactly how to behave so that it 
will all go like clock-work. But 
He made it so that many things 
depend on us and we are continu- 
ally letting Him down all along 
the line and upsetting not only 
our own lives but those of others 
as well. Often it isn’t so much our 
fault as our misfortune. With the 
best will in the world we seem 
to put our foot in it and make an 
awful mess of things. Such faults 
aren’t sins, but we need to regret 
them all the same. 


But sometimes either through 
pride or obstinacy or in a fit of 
pique or through real malice, we 
deliberately refuse to do what we 
know God is asking of us. Like 
Lucifer, we say: “I will not serve; 
I will do as I like.” 

God takes this to heart, not ealy 
‘because it sabotages what He has 
planned for us and the world, but 
because He loves us so and has 
given us so much and He longs 
for our love and service in return. 
But once we say we are sorry and 
don’t mean to do it again, it is all 
forgiven and forgotten. 

Our apology may be cold and 
formal like that of a girl to her 
mistress or a boy to a master at 
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IF WE DON’T ASK, WE DON’T GET 


school. God is. satisfied with that 
but-we should: not be. Or we can 
go’ further and make it like the 
reconciliation of friends, following 
it up with a handshake or an em- 
brace. 


Best of all is the sorrow of a 
child which throws itself into its 
mother’s arms and either sobs its 
heart out or covers her with kisses. 
That was the Little Flower’s way 
of telling God she was sorry and 
the Popes have often told us that 
she is a special model for —— 
today. 

‘Besides the way ied of us hurts 
God and lets Him down, there are 
all the sins and insults of those 
who hate Him and do all they can 
to wreck His work. If we really 
love Him we shall feel this keenly 
and often tell Him how sorry we 
are about it and how we long to 
be able to make up to Him for it. 
This is “reparation” and it is one 
of the things for which our Lord 
asked St. :Margaret Mary and 
which we try to give Him by our 
devotion to His Sacred Heart. So 
altogether there is quite enough to 
keep-us busy saying “Sorry,” isn’t 
there? 


Trust and Confidence 


Asking, thanking, apologizing — 
all these have their place in pray- 
er. Is there anything more we can 
say to God? Surely; something 
which includes them all and goes 
even further. God wants us to 


pray, as we said, so that we will 
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realize how much we depend on 
Him and will feel confident that 
He will give us all we want. The 
finest way of showing our com- 
plete faith in a person is to trust’ 
him implicitly and leave ourselves 
entirely in his hands. “I leave it 
all to you; whatever you say, 
goes.” That is what God wants 
from us. more than anything: the 
unquestioning, carefree confidence 
and abandonment of a child in its 
mother’s arms, certain that with 
her it is absolutely safe and that 
anything she does or allows to 
happen to it will be for its good. 


A child does all this by its ac- 
tion rather than by any words. 
We, to express complete agree- 
ment with anyone, often say: 
“Hear, hear.” The Jews seem to 
have said: “Amen.” That is why 
we nearly always say Amen at the 
end of a prayer, to show that we 
endorse everything it says. In one 
of St. John’s visions which are de- 
scribed in the Apocalypse, our 
Lord called Himself “Amen, the 
faithful and true witness.” 

This may sound strange at first, 
but it is a wonderful summing up 
of all He has told us about Him- 
self in the Gospels: how He comes 
from the Father and receives ev- 
erything from Him and only says 
and does what His Father has or- 
dered. That is as Man. But even 
as God, the Second Person of the 
Blessed Trinity “proceeds” from 
the Father and as it were echoes 
all that the Father is and does. In- 
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deed, He is that Echo. He was 
always saying “Amen” to God. 
That was what His “Not My will 
but Thine be done” meant during 
His agony in the garden. Our 
Lady’s “Be it done unto me ac- 
cording to thy word” was her way 
of saying the same thing. Amen 
means O.K. 

So since our prayers share in 
and echo His, we too, when we 
pray, are really saying “Amen” to 
God. Always? Yes, always, if they 
are true prayer. “Yes, Heavenly 
Father, always Yes.” 

Perhaps Amen still seems dull 
and meaningless in spite of these 
explanations. But doesn’t it spring 
to life when we hear that in the 
latest Vatican Latin-English dic- 
tionary Amen is translated as — 
“O. K.!” We know what that 
means all right, don’t we! Well, 
here we have the essence of pray- 
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er summed up in as modern a 


phrase as anyone could wish. If 
we honestly mean that when we 
pray, then our prayer is precious to 
God and most powerful in His 
scheme of things. 


It is easy enough to say when 
life smiles on us and we feel on 
top of the world. But even when 
it’s an uphill climb and the road 
is rugged and we've got the hump: 
“Yes, You will see me through 
Lord. It’s quite O.K.” Friends 
may leave us in the lurch, hell may 
be let loose against us, but we 
know it’s all according to sched- 
ule and will come right in the end. 
So, “Sure, Lord, it’s O.K.!” And 
then, when our grasp on this life 
is slipping and His voice already 
calls us to take the final leap across 
the unknown into His arms, there 
will be no more fitting answer to 
that call than: “O.K., Lord.” 


. Happiness At Home! 


The real secret of happiness in home life is mutual love and 
a spirit of co-operation among all. The father is the head of the 
home but the mother is the heart! “Husbands,” wrote St. Paul, — 
“love your wives, as Christ also loved the Church and delivered 


Himself for it.” And, “Women, love your husbands . 


. . because 


the husband is the head . . . as Christ is the head of the Church.” 
This mutual devotion and self-surrender means unending self- 
sacrifice; service; genuine affection. It is a surrender that is a . 
conquest. People should look carefully before they. choose a 
partner, and once the choice is made, there should be allowance 
made for human imperfection. Ben Franklin’s advice still holds 
good: “Keep thy eyes wide open before marriage, and half shut 


afterwards.” 


For Car AND Driver 


A Little Oil Helps A Lot 


Mary Tinley Daly 


‘YOUNG people are the best 

drivers,” the Head of the 
House maintains. “Their eyesight 
and hearing are sharp, their re- 
flexes rapid and they drive as 
though they were born with 
wheels instead of legs. Of course,” 
he admits, “they need to learn 
judgment...” 


His first statement is right, but 
it’s that second part that is the 
crux of the matter. And many 
times when he is riding with one 
of those young people his right 
foot goes down with a bang onto 
the floor boards—as if the car were 
dual-control—and he stops in mid- 
sentence to glance out the window 
at a car trying to pass. But he 
does .no back-seat, nor front-seat, 
driving. 

Not so the mama of the house. 

They may be full-grown adults, 
they may be excellent drivers, 
these young people, complete with 
good eyes, ears and built-in re- 
flexes—but behind a wheel they 
are still kids to me. 

Maybe it’s.a remnant from the 
days when the car was. full of 
small children and at every stop 
my right arm would go cut auto- 


matically to keep the front-seat 
passengers in place, and Id yell 
to the back-seat occupants, “Sit 
down or we'll turn right around 
and go home!” 

Now that the former held-in- 
place occupants are in the driver's 
seat doesn’t change the psycho- 
logical pattern. They are still only 
tots-grown-taH. So I talk and 

“Watch that car behind!” I 
shout. 

“The ’51 Chevvy?” Johnny asks 
with a nonchalant eye on the rear- 
view mirror. 


Subtle Psychology 

“No, the red car with the wo- 
man driver in the white hat.” 

“That’s a ’51 Chevvy,” Johnny 
says tolerantly, with a wink for 
anybody else in the car who knows 
makes and years of cars. “Relax, 
Mom!” 

Relax—at that speed? Regard- 
less of youthful eyes, ears and re- 
flexes, I can’t get used to the 
speed and the abrupt stops. And 
so I lecture. 

How to get over the lesson that 
no matter how well you drive, 
mechanically, mature judgment is 
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the most important thing you can 
have on the road? And how to 
age that youthful judgment quick- 
ly? 

Then, the other day I witnessed 
a case of subtle psychology that 
was better than a dozen learn- 
to-drive lessons. 

The Head of the House, Johnny 
and I were going downtown— 
Johnny at the wheel. We came 
to a corner with a stop light and 
there was the usual whizz-stop! 
The car ahead made a right-hand 
turn and so did we, gunning into 
high gear, going along for a block 
or two, then another stop, an 
eighth of an inch from the car 
ahead. I was about to launch into 
another lecture until I felt a def- 
inite nudge and the Head of the 
House said: 

“That’s fine, Johnny. Glad to 
see you have your car under con- 
trol. Good idea to stop well be- 
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hind the car ahead. Suppose, for 
instance, Ginny or some other lit- 
tle kid ran out into the street after 
a ball and that car in front had to 
stop all of a sudden. If you’d been 
going just a little faster, you'd 
have plowed into him; or if the 
street had been wet, then you'd 
have pushed him ahead just that 
little bit...” 

The rest of the way downtown 
was a strangely quiet ride. We 
made good time, hit all the green 
lights and, best of all, we stopped 
well behind every car at stop sig- 
nals. 

Not another word was said on 
the subject of driving. The Head 
of the House crossed his legs and 
began talking about events of the 
day; I began planning a forth- 
coming shopping trip. 

Sometimes the driver is in need 
of a little oil just as much as the 
car he is driving. 


It Happens In The Best Of Families 


Don’t feel that your family is different simply because there 
are occasional disputes and even open arguments. Human nature 
being what it is, those things are to be expected. But that, of 
course, doesn’t make it right or desirable to allow squabbles in 
the home. When it is the youngsters who start the hair-pulling 
the parents ought to step in and assert their authority with firm- 
ness, but tactfully and fairly. Cold, rough treatment generally 
produces a cold and rough reaction. But even the hot-heads will 
usually cool down if they are approached with a calm and 
reasoned intervention. Harshness rarely accomplishes a thing, 
and persuasion generally effects more than force does. Remem- 
ber, you have not converted a person simply because you have 


silenced him. 


Lost: The American Family 


Robert Monagle 


AS* an American youth about 
his home and he is likely to 
give a detailed description of a 
house—a description complete with 
technical information on modem 
work-saving devices, new drapes, 
television set, and family car. To 
him, that house is home—bright 
and shiny, fully-equipped with 
dishwasher and pop-up toaster. 
Born and raised in our “progres- 
sive” society, the youth sees these 
‘things as the real values. To him, 
these gaudy and passing things in- 
dicate a man’s worth and position. 
That’s strike one against him. 
Strike two is his exaggerated indi- 
vidualism. Each of us is urged to 
act and think independently of so- 
ciety when possible. 


Are Parents Interested? 

Thus taught, youth makes his 
own rules. He lives and acts ac- 
cording to his code. His problems 
are his own to solve. Rarely does 
he consult his parents. He may 
ask “which tie goes with which 
suit,” or “should I start shaving 
now?” But the important issues are 
hashed out among friends, or tak- 
en to consultants provided by the 
state or community. 

Lack of parental interest is an- 
other enemy of youth in modern 


family life. During the increasing- 
ly rare periods when the family is 
together, this lack of interest is ap- 
parent. Personalities are overlook- 
ed. When asked what they did 
during the day, children mumble 
“nothing” through mouthfuls of 
food. It’s all that is expected of 
them, and well they realize it! 
Adult members frequently talk 
over the heads of the children. 
Subjects discussed have little ap- 
peal for the youthful mind. Many 
children complain of being “talked 
down to” during family chit-chats. 
Frequently, a youngster returns 
from school to an empty home. Or 
if his mother is home, he’s condi- 
tioned himself to change clothes 
and rush off in a shower of mum- 
bled something -or-other that 
means he may or may not be home 
for the evening meal. Occasionally, 
some strong-willed mother will 
take a stand and attempt to bring 
order out of chaos. But many pre- 
fer to pass up the mental torment 
involved in crossing the child. 
Thus the structure of the home 
has been progressively weakened. 
No longer does it exert any real 
moral force. Shallow to the core, 
it is but a pale shadow beside its 
counterpart of other times. 
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Who, or what, then, has taken 
the place of the family? 

Nothing could really take its 
place, but substitutes have been 
found. Juke-joints, movies and 
state-and-city-supported recreation 
centers serve the youngsters. Night 
clubs and bridge groups, bowling 
leagues and civic organizations 
monopolize the parents’ time. 

At a movie, or sitting over an 
ice-cream sundae, youth has no 
supervision. He’s on his own, and 
how he loves it. In a smaller dose, 
this world would be a_ healthy 
outlet for his juvenile spirit. But 
to have it become the chief recrea- 
tional element in his life can lead 
to great harm. 

Aware of this, certain agencies 
have provided some supervision. 
But it is impossible for such inter- 
ested individuals to serve as par- 
ents to hundreds of children un- 
consciously hungry for proper con- 
trol. 

Only in the past few years has 
an increased interest in juvenile 
delinquency developed. This is 


due to the sharp rise in arrests of 


minors during and after World 
War II. Burglary, larceny, vagran- 
cy, disorderly conduct, illegal use 
and possession of narcotics, rob- 
bery and rape—the usual charges. 

The appalling thing is that so 
many of these delinquents say they 
can’t see in what they have done 
wrong. 

But the blame is not the juve- 
nile’s alone. It is also the family’s. 


The family has passed responsibili- 
ty on to the school system, which 
is capable of supplying only a 
formal educational plan. 

It is primarily from the family 
that moral righteousness and ef- 
fective living must come. 

Today, the typical home is es- 
sentially a combination restaurant 
and overnight cabin. It is, as chil- 
dren believe, merely a “house.” It 
has no stability; it has no con- 
tentment. It is characterized by in- 
difference of one toward another. 

A return to the days when Fa- 
ther’s word was the Law and the 
Prophets is not a desirable solu- 
tion. Here he completely suppress- 
ed the individuality of members of 
the family. Somewhere we have 
passed through the happy medi- 
um—one in which central authori- 
ty and personal expression and 
growth stood side by side. 

A youth goes to the movies now 
instead of getting some of his en- 
tertainment in the home. But even 
here he notices that films depict- 
ing a closely-knit family give a 
nostalgic twinge to his elders. He 
knows that these films bring back 
memories of happier days, but he 
can’t see why. 

He doesn’t know the family as 
a strong basic unit. He’s unaware 
that together he and the other 
“house” dwellers can find enjoy- 
ment and contentment. He doesn’t 
look upon the family as the source 
of great wisdom, as the great guid- 
ing hand that it is. 
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And he won't see these features 
in the family, no matter how he 
tries. They are no longer there. 
Without them, the family, the real 


American Family, is nowhere to be 
found. 

The American family has been 
passing away, but it won't rest in 
peace. 


Harvest Feast 


DURING the summer’s toil and 
sweat the farmer looks ahead, 
in hope and joy, to the harvest. 
This month we will look ahead a 
bit, too, to the Assumption. It is 
the Church’s harvest feast. On 
that day the earth sends up the 
fairest fruit it ever produced—the 
Blessed Virgin—to be stored for all 
eternity in the heavenly barns. 

Every rural pastor (on the Sun- 
day before the feast) should en- 
courage his people to make on the 
Assumption the offering of the 
fruits of the harvest to God in 
Mary’s honor. Here is one way to 
do it. 

On the vigil of the feast one of 
the family makes a_ pilgrimage 
over fields blessed by the bounty 
of God. With basket on his arm 
he goes to every plot in garden and 
farm, bringing back a sample of 
every growing vegetable, grain, 
and fruit. Back home in the kitch- 
en they are rearranged on a tray 
or in the basket. In the morning 
they are brought to church. Each 
family holds proudly the fruit of 
its toil as the pastor, before Mass, 
begs God’s “unspeakable goodness 
to bless the various herbs and 
fruits, and to add to their natural 


powers the grace of His new bless- 
ing.” 

After Mass, all is taken back 
home. The honey, if any, is pass- 
ed at family breakfast, for all to 
get a bit of the blessed sweetness. 
Whatever will blend well, goes into 
the soup for dinner: cabbage, peas, 
etc. The tomatoes and lettuce go 
into the salad. The flowers adorn 
the dinner table. The remainder, 
which is not ripe enough or ready 
for cooking, is broken up into small 
bits and, that afternoon, one of the 
family makes the same pilgrimage 
over garden and nearby fields, 
scattering the blessed particles 
back over the still growing crops. 

If the pastor does not hold the 
blessing, the father will himself, be- 
fore journeying to Mass, with his 
family around him, say this prayer 
over the gathered herbs: 

“O God, who on this day hast 
raised up to heavenly heights the 
rod of Jesse, the Mother of Thy 
Son, Jesus Christ, we pray that we 
may use these fruits of the soil for 
our temporal and eternal welfare— 
the power of Thy Son and the 
patronage of His glorious Mother 
assisting us.” 

All: Amen.—Altar and Home. 


Be 


Did You Know These 


Interesting Things About 
The Earth 


O. A. Battista 


P UNTIL a few weeks ago, it 
was my impression that our 
planet was built solidly, that the 
ground beneath our feet could be 
called “terra firma” without the 
slightest misgiving. But since talk- 
ing with a few specialists on the 
subject, I must confess that I’ve 
been taking lighter steps in my 
brogue shoes. 

“There is a vast region beneath 
our feet,” geologist H. Roland 
Wright told me, “that is far more 
mysterious than the world of 
Marco Polo’s day, and far more 
difficult to explore. One of the 
strange facts of modern science is 
that we can tell with great accur- 
acy the chemical composition of 
stardust hundreds of millions of 
miles away, but know relatively 
very little about what lies a hun- 
dred miles or so under your back- 
yard or mine.” 

In comparison with some of the 
stars that sparkle in the sky on a 
clear night, our planet is a micro- 
scopic particle of dust. In terms 
of man-made units of weight, how- 
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ever, this particle of astronomical 
dust weighs an estimated 6,000 
million million million tons. 


About one quarter of the 
earth’s surface is exposed to the 
atmosphere. The three quarters 
that lie hidden beneath water and 
ice, and the deeper parts of the 
crust everywhere, must be probed 
indirectly by the geophysical 
measurement of such quantities as 
the local value of gravity, the vel- 
ocity of elastic waves at various 
levels and the direction and in- 
tensity of the local lines of force 
in the earth’s magnetic field. 


You’re On The Move 


While you were reading the 
above sentences, you moved more 
than 800 miles through space! Our 
planet and everything and every- 
body on it is dashing madly 
around the sun at the rate of 
66,000 miles per hour. Even so, 
it takes a full year to make a re- 
turn trip. And all the while, this 
global dot also is rotating on its 
axis like 2 top, except that in this 


| 
|_| 


INTERESTING THINGS ABOUT THE EARTH 


direction it makes only one revolu- 
tion in 24 hours to give us our 
days and nights. Nevertheless, to 
cover this distance in a day — 
about 25,000 miles — our tiny 
planet must rotate at better than 
1,000 miles per hour. 


The daily rotation of the earth 
on its axis is not as steady and 
sure as you might think. According 
to Dr. Walter Munk of the Uni- 
versity of California’s Scripps In- 
stitution of Oceanography, there 
are many things that can slow it 
down or speed it up. 


For example, the earth can get 
“spring fever.” There is just enough 
shift in weight — due to the rising 
of the sap and growth of leaves, 
grass and flowers in the spring of 
the year—to decrease its speed by 
.02 milliseconds per day. (A mil- 
lisecond is 1/1000 of a second). 
Winds and tide can slow the earth 
down, also. Prevailing westerlies 
cause a loss of 1.5 milliseconds per 
day, while ocean currents are re- 
sponsible for a slow-down of .1 
millisecond. 


There is some evidence to show 
that even man’s activities on earth 
—the concentration of buildings in 
large cities like Chicago and Los 
Angeles for example — slightly af- 
fect the earth’s rotation. Dr. Munk 
has figured out that if all the auto- 
mobiles in the United States were 
driven from Fairbanks, Alaska, to 
Mexico City at the same time, the 
earth’s rotation would be affected 


45 


to the extent of .000002 milli- 
seconds per day. 


As the moon moves around the 
earth and the earth around the 
sun, the gravitational forces they 
exert are different in different 
parts of the world. Not only are 
the oceans affected by the pull! of 
the sun and moon, thus causing 
tides, but the land surface of the 
globe is distorted as well. Another 
curious thing, not yet explained, 
is that seasonal and man-made 
variations seem more pronounced 
in the northern hemisphere than 
below the equator. 

No Road Maps Here 

But let’s take a closer look at 
our earthly abode, and try and 
forget for a moment that it is 
spinning on its axis as well as mov- 
ing forward through space at tre- 
mendous speeds. 

The shortest path between New 
York City and Sydney, Australia, 
is a straight line, a straight line 
which passes almost directly 
through the center of the earth. 

But no subway company is plan- 
ning to use this shortest path, 
either now or in the foreseeable 
future. In the way are some 8,000 
miles of hard-packed matter, tem- 
peratures several times as high as 
those at the surface of the sun and 
pressures of the order of tens of 
millions of pounds on every square 
inch. 

Imagine, if you can, a distance 
of 4,000 miles — just a little less 
than the air-line distance between 
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New York and Rio de Janeiro — 
to the center of the earth. If it 
were possible to travel this down- 
ward route, you would have a hard 
time finding a roadmap for more 
than the first 25 miles. Beyond 
this distance, even the best of our 
scientists have to resort to some 
rather shaky guesswork. In addi- 
tion, within the first mile of your 
trip, you would notice that the 
temperature starts to go up a bit, 
and at a depth of less than three 
miles you would give up and turn 
back because the temperature 
would be unbearable. 


There is a lot of direct evidence 
proving that high temperatures ex- 
ist far below us. For example in 
Reykjavik, the capital of volcanic 
Iceland, offices and homes are 
heated today by natural hot water 
piped from the ground. 

Elsewhere, engineers are giving 
considerable attention to the pos- 
sibility of heating houses in win- 
ter and cooling them in summer 
by means of the heat pump, a de- 
vice for transferring heat from. the 
earth to the house and vice versa. 

In exploring for oil wells, stud- 
ies of temperature conditions at 
depths provide helpful information 
for drilling. In very deep mines, 
such as the gold mines of South 
Africa, the heat of the earth be- 
comes a serious problem, and ways 
must be found to cool the mines 
sufficiently so men can exist and 
work in them. 

As for the lingering of temper- 


atures: the effect of the cold of 
the last Ice Age, some 20,000 years 
ago, is still appreciable at a depth 
of a few thousand feet. Recently 
it was shown that in measuring the 
flow of heat in a deep well it is 
even advisable to take account of 
a prolonged spell of cold weather 
that is thought to have lasted for 
about 100,000 years at the begin- 
ning of the Pleistocene Period, a 
million years ago. 
Egg-Shell Like Crust 

Actually, man lives on an egg- 
shell-like crust that is only about 
80 miles thick. Below this distance, 
temperatures are so high that the 
rock begins to acquire a dull red 
glow. Volcanoes in effect are mere 
boils on the face of the earth, and 
there is every reason to believe 
that molten lava originates at a 
distance of only 25 miles. 


Fortunately, the miles of metal 
and rock between earth’s center 
and our feet provide more than 
adequate insulation. The little 
miniature sun under our feet is 
actually from two to five times 
hotter than the surface of Sol it- 
self, although it doesn’t compare 
with Sol’s center where tempera- 
tures run in the tens of millions 
of degrees. But the heat that comes 
to the earth’s surface from its core 
is only a tiny fraction of the heat 
that reaches the earth from the 
sun; obviously it is the sun, not 
the heat of the earth, that decides 
our atmospheric temperature and 
climate. 
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From the measurement of 
earthquake vibrations known to 
have passed through the core of 
the earth, scientists on both sides 
of the globe recently came to the 
conclusion that the deep interior 
of the earth is solid, not fluid. 


One geologist I know had this 
to say about what lies inside the 
earth. 


“If it were possible to saw the 
earth in two, we probably would 
see areas not unlike the growth 
rings of a tree in many respects. 


“At around 300 miles down, it 
is believed that a sharp discontin- 
uity in the physical form of mat- 
ter takes place. For the next 300 
miles, the evidence indicates the 
presence of molten silicate rock. 
Harvard University physicists have 
succeeded in duplicating pressures 
that have been calculated to ex- 
ist at a depth of 600 miles (six 
million pounds per square inch), 
and from their results there seem 
no doubt that we have fluid mat- 
ter existing at this depth. 

“By calculation, at 1,800 miles 
below the Empire State Building, 
pressures of 20 million pounds 
per square inch should exist. The 
center of the earth, 3,963 miles 
underfoot, consists most probably 
of highly compressed molten iron 
although science has no certain 
knowledge as to what goes on at 
this great depth. However, there 
is every reason to believe that a 
fluid under such tremendous pres- 


sures would behave toward earth- 
quake vibrations as though it were 
solid in the ordinary sense.” 


Powerful Magnet 


Another remarkable feature of 
our planet is the fact that it pos- 
sesses a powerful magnetic field. 
Nobody knows the true origin of 
this magnetic force. Scientists of 
Washington’s Carnegie Institution 
have made determined efforts to 
try and solve this problem. One 
of their attacks was to study the 
magnetism in ancient sedimentary 
rocks. 


When silt sinks slowly to the 
bottom of an ocean or lake, the 
tiny particles line up with the 
earth’s magnetic field like tiny 
compass needles. As these silt par- 
ticles harden into rock, they set 
like concrete and cannot later 
change their position. Even in 
such layers known to be 200 mil- 
lion years old, the rock was found 
to have retained its magnetism. By 
comparing the magnetism in rocks 
from the western U.S. and samples 
unearthed in Maryland, Dr. John 
Graham and his associates came 
up with evidence in support of 
the possibility that at one time a 
large segment of the North Ameri- 
can continent was near the south 
pole and has since slowly drifted 
to its present position. 


All the evidence today shows 
that our so-called “terra firma” is 


not so firm in the geological sense. 
Although man has been living on 
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this planet but a few thousand 
years, his earthly abode seems to 
have required over 3,500,000,000 
years, our time, to have become 
properly conditioned so as to sup- 
port human life. 

In the short interval of a tick 
of geological time, therefore hu- 
man intellect has learned relatively 
little about the tiny planet on 
which our civilization is speeding 
through time and space toward the 
horizon of eternity. 


The deepest well man has drill- 
ed is only about four miles down. 
Beyond this our facts are only as 
good as good scientific guesses go. 
It seems safe to say that we will 
be able to fly through the vast 
spaces of the solar system and 
reach some of our neighbor plan- 
ets long before we find a way to 
penetrate even a hundred miles 
or so along the treacherous 4,000 
mile route to the center of the 
earth. 


My Hobby 


When asked one day: “What is your hobby”? I began to 
think. For me, there was no answer to that question. Going 
over in my mind the various spare-time avocations of some of 
my friends, there was absolutely nothing that I do, that could 


be classified as a hobby. 


Reassembling my thoughts, the belated answer came, “My 
family, and all that pertains to it is my hobby.” 

“All that pertains to it.” What a phrase, what an under- 
statement! All the cares, worries, pains, fears and joys of a 
family. All the pleasures and responsibilities: 

The treasured moments, when your youngest, buries his 
head in your lap, saying “Oh Mommy, I love you better than 


anything in the world.” 


The moments, fraught with worry, when your teenager is 
away from home, and feels he is now old enough to take care 


of himself. 


The moments, when your husband surprises you, on your 


birthday, with an item of luxury. 


The moments, when your oldest tells you that everything 
you have done is wrong, but he will profit by your mistakes. 
“All that pertains to it.” The shows your child sees on 
television. The things he is taught in the classroom, unless 


taught by religious people. 


When I began to think it over, there is no more important 
hobby for me to have than—my family.—Marion Roland. 


Going Steady? Engaged? 
HOW TO 


Get Married 


Guidance for these 
who plan to marry 


by Rev. John A. O’Brien, Ph.D. aK 


This 30 page booklet is popular among young people 
because it is written in their own language. They appre- 
ciate helpful suggestions from Father O’Brien, who writes 
from over 35 years’ experience in working among young 
people. Plenty of frank, down-to-earth discussions and val- 
uable information concerning elopements, secret and mixed 
marriages, the engagement promises, the Banns, the Cere- 
mony and Nuptial Mass, special blessings — and more! 


(1 10c per copy, postpaid 


More good reading for our modern youth 


(1 Catholic Marriage: How achieve it? 0 Falling in Love 
O Marriage: Catholic or Mixed? 0 Youth and Chastity 
(J The Catholic Girl Examines Her Conscience 
0 So You Think You’re in Love! (0 Love For Keeps 
(0 The Catholic. Boy Examines His Conscience 
Boy Meets Girl Is The Church Woman's Enemy? 
Don’t Kid Yourself About Drink Drinking Is Dangerous 
O Watch Your Habits 0 Shall | Marry a Non-Catholic? 
0 Catholic Women In The Home 00 Until Death Do Us Part 
(C How Love Helps You (1 The Wedding Service in English 
(J Short Prayers for Busy People 


Any 16 booklets for $1.00! 
Check this ad. Send it along as your order blank 
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THE TRUTH ABOUT 


Mixed Marriages 


WHAT TO DO ABOUT THEM 
Rev. John A. O’Brien, Ph.D. 


This new 96 page book presents the findings of trained 
investigators of every faith and shows how every comprehensive 
study leads to one conclusion: Mixed marriages have so many 
inherent difficulties and disadvantages that young people who 
wish to achieve deep and lasting happiness should avoid them. 


Father O’Brien shares the results of his forty years ex- 
perience in counseling young men and women of all faiths on 
problems of courtship and marriage. Because of this new book’s 
factual impact and generous insight and encouragement it is 
bound to lessen the heartaches and tears of all young couples 
and add to their joys and hoppiness. 


its aim is to safeguard and promote happiness of every 
couple contemplating marriage 
— the joy and happiness of the 
non-Catholic is of equal concern : 
as with that of the Catholic. timely and practical. It 


opys ” 
50c per copy postpaid merits: millions of readers. 
Five or more, 40c each postpaid ARCHBISHOP CUSHING 
$23.00 per 100, plus postage 


“Meets an urgent need... 


Helpful Reading for Young Men and Women 


HOW TO GET MARRIED (5) _ UNTIL DEATH DO US PART (44) 
SHALL | MARRY A NON-CATHOLIC? (131) FALLING IN LOVE (40) 
WINNING YOUR FRIEND FOR CHRIST (48) BOY MEETS GIRL (111) 
CONVERTS: HOW TO WIN THEM (100) HOW LOVE HELPS YOU (94) 
SO YOU THINK YOU’RE IN LOVE! (63) WATCH YOUR HABITS (113) 
THE TRUTH ABOUT CATHOLICS (110) NOW, HEAR OUR SIDE! (97) 
THE WEDDING SERVICE IN ENGLISH (105) LOVE FOR KEEPS (26) 


CATHOLIC MARRIAGE: HOW TO ACHIEVE IT? (45) AIDS TO PURITY (49) 
EXPLANATIONS FOR A STRANGER ATTENDING CATHOLIC SERVICES (81) 
NOVENA TO ST. MARY GORETTI (73) TRAINING IN CHASTITY (55) 


SPECIAL OFFER! 


we'll send you one copy of 
F $ The Truth About Mixed Marriages — PLUS 
or any ten (10) of the above 10c pocket-size booklets! 


OUR SUNDAY VISITOR, = Huntington, Indiana 


